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TRANSLATOR’S PREFACE. 


A UTERAiiY work wMek in its double form of novel and 
drama Kas yielded its author nearly £12,000 in a coujilo of 
years, is one to awaken both curiosity and interest. Such has 
been tho pecuniary result of M. Goorg-os Ohnot’s “Lo IVTaitro 
do Forges,” here presented to tho English reader under tho title 
of “ Tho Ironmaster.” A few years ago a young bVeiiohman, 
Tmknown to fame, wrote a play, which ho called ‘‘Ijcs Jlariuges 
d’Argent,” or, as we might say in English, “Marrying for 
Money.” Tho manuscript was submitted in turn to several of 
the more noted theatrical managers of Paris, and “ dechnod 
with thanks” by one and all of them. After such a decided 
rebuff many a young man, doubtful of his own talent, would 
probably have abandoned literature for good; but M. Ohnet was 
aware that fame was only to bo achieved by dint of unflagging 
energy and perseverance in this toilsome nineteenth century. 
He took back the manuscript of “Marrying for Money,” and 
turned to a different form of literary labour. Ho wrote a 
novel called “ Sergo Paniue,” and not only succeeded in 
getting it published, but in bringing it under the notice 
of the French Academy, which, although often derided, is 
none the less tho foremost literary corjwration in tho world. 



vi I'RANSIATOR’H preface, 

“ Sorgo Panino” was highly commeiided by such -wrilcrs as 
Emile Augier, Octave Eeuillet, Jules Sandoau, Victorion 
Sardou, and Alexandre Dumasand guided by the appro¬ 
bation of some of the most eminent of its members, the 
Academy did not hesitate to award “ Sorgo Panine ” a 
crown of honour. 

This well-dcsorved distinction brought M..Georges Ohnet 
into prominent notice. “ Serge Panine ” was transfen-ed to 
the stage, and met with remarkable sucoess at the Gymnaso 
Theatre in Paris. Thus encouraged, tho young novelist and 
playwright suddenly bethought himself of his earlier venture, 
“ Lcs Mariagos d’Argent.” The play had been rojoetod in the 
days when ho was a nonentity, but now that he had become 
some one, tho very managers who had carelessly tossed 
it aside unread would no doubt have gladly accepted it. How¬ 
ever, M. Ohnet preferred to adojitthe course he had followed in 
tho case of “Serge Panine.” Ho transformed “LosMariagos 
d’Argent ” into a novel, which ho called <#Lo Maltre de 
Forges,” and tho cntoqirising manager of the Paris Figaro 
eagerly secured the right of publishing it as a fmilleion. 

“Lo Maitro do Forges” at once proved a success. The 
circulation of WioFigaro —tlie widest in France, if the halfpenny 
iournals are excepted—iumicdiately increased, and its fcictl- 
liiuii, identical in plot and dialogue with tho contemptuously 
rojeded drama, became tho talk of the town, lleeonverted into 
a play, it was ultimately produced, like “Serge Panine,” at the 
Gyiuuase. Tho first performance proved a perfect triumph, 
and, with M. Jacques Damala, tho husband of Madame Sarali 
Bernhardt, in the title-role, tho piece is even yet drawing 
ci'OW'dcd houses. To give some idea of its success, it may be 
montioued that as kf. Ohnet was entitled to 12 per cent, on 
.the amount of each night’s receipts, ho derived £3,000 from 
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tlio first himdred performances alone. In England tho play 
has been adapted on two occasions—^by Mr. Robert Bnehauan 
under the title of “Lady Clare,” and more recently by Mr. 
A. W. Pinero as “The Ironmaster.” 

, At the present date the receipts from ‘ ‘ Lo Maltre do Forges ” 
at the Gymnase have exceeded ono million francs, while no 
fewer than 146,000 copies of the work in its form as a novel 
have already been sold in Franco, so that, oven making due 
allowance for M. Emilo Zola’s literary triumphs, this success is 
altogether the most remarkable that has been achieved of recent 
years in the domain of fiction across the Channel. “ The 
Ironmaster” is a story of admirably sustained interest, skil¬ 
fully told in graceful yet forcible language. The strongly 
marked characters develop themselves naturally, both in their 
language and their actions. The book, moreover, unbke the 
general run of French novels, convoys a sound moral. It 
chastises the malice which is bom of envy, and establishes 
the foUy of ij|.at selfish prido which blinds its i^ossossor to 
all consideration for the commoner ciu}- of humanity. It 
shows anew how needful it is that husbands and wives alike 
should study each other’s characters before marriage, and 
it enforces in convincing language the oft-repeated lesson 
that a woman should never trifle with the affection of the 
man to whom she is mated for life. 


'Lomoiff May, 18B4. 
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I. 

On a dear day of the month of October, 1880, a young man, 
clad in an elegant shooting costume, was seated at the outskirts 
of one of those pleasant oak-woods which dock with their re¬ 
freshing shade the lower slopes of the Ju 3 :a. A big brown 
spaniel stretd^d on the heather a few paces off gazed atten¬ 
tively at his master, as if anxious to ascertain whether they 
would not soon be setting off again. But the sportsman did 
not seem disposed to resume his ramble yet awhile. He had 
leant his gun against a tree, thrown his empt 5 ' game-bag on 
to the bank of a ditch, and, with his back to the sun and his 
chin resting on his hand, he let his 03^68 roam over tho 
admirable panorama displayed before him. 

Across the road beside which he had halted, and fringing 
a thick wood, there stretched a plantation of two 3 -ear 8 ’ 
growth, with its scattered foliage rising .amid ferns and 3 ’ellow 
grass. Tho wooded ground sloped gently down into the 
valley, so as to allow, among the meadows, a view of the 
large village of Pont-Avesnes, with the conical, slate-covered 
steeple of its old church rising high above the red-roofed 

B 
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houBes. On the right hand was the cMteau, girt round with 
a broad dried-up moat planted with fruit-trees. The Aresnes, 
a narrow little streamlet ambitiously called a “ river ” by the 
people round about, sparkled like a silver ribbon between the 
poUard willows with quivering foliage inclined upon its 
banks. 

The ironworks—with their tall chimneys emitting ruddj- 
smoke, swept away by the wind—stretched their blackened 
walls farther on at tho foot of the hill, the rocky basement of 
which was pierced with large openings serving for the extrac¬ 
tion of the ore. Above these excavations were rows of green 
vines, yielding a flinty-flavoured, poor white wine, commonly 
sold as Moselle. The pale blue sky was full of sunshine; a 
transparent haze hung like a light veil over the heights; 
peacefulness pervaded Ihe smiling scene; and the atmosphere 
was so pure that the dull thuds of the forge-hammers mounted 
through space from the valley to tho forest. 

Lulled by the calmness that surrounded him, the young 
sportsman remained motionless. By degrees the landscape 
had ceased to attract his gaze. A feeling of intense content 
had fallen over him, and ho smilingly followed his thoughts, 
which rambled through the distant past. The sun turning in 
its course at last gilded the ruddy tree-tops, a heavy heat rose 
from the heather, and the silence of the woods became more 
profound. Suddenly, however, tho sportsman was aroused 
from his meditation, for a cold nose rubbed against his knees, 
while two eyes, human-like in their expression, addressed to 
him a mute prayer. 

“Ah, ah! ” said the young man to his ‘dog, " so you are 
weary of this, my good old fellow ? Come, don’t be impatient. 
We’ll start OS'.” 

And risiiiff with' a sigh, he hung hia gnme-ban- at his side. 
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took up Ms gun, and, crossing the road, sprang over the little 
ditch bordering the plantation. 

The spaniel was already sniffing in the tall grass, and on 
n aching a bramble he suddenly stopped short with raised paw 
and bent neck, as motionless as if ho had been changed to 
stone. His tail wagged gently, while with his eyes ho seemod 
to cull his master. Tho latter hastily made several steps for¬ 
ward, and at the same moment a fine hare bounded from tho 
cover, showing his yellow hindquarters and speeding along like 
a bullet. The young man raised his gun and fired precipitately, 
but as tho smoke cleared away he perceived with vexation, if 
not with astonishment, that the hare was still scampering to¬ 
wards the wood. 

“Another miss!” he muttered, and turning towards tho 
spaniel, who was waiting resignedly, ho added, “ Wliat a pity, 
eh? You pointed him out so cleverly.” 

At the same moment the report of a gun resounded among 
the foliage a hundred yards or so from the young sportsman, 
and after a minute’s silenco the noise of footsteps was heard 
proceeding through the imderbrush, tho branches parted, and 
a vigorous-looking fellow weaidng a blue linen shooting 
blouse, a pair of high boots, and an old hat, appeared at tho 
edge of the wood. In one hand ho carried his gun, while 
with the other he held by its hind paws tho hare which the 
spaniel had started. 

“ It would seem you have been more lucky than I,” said 
the young sportsman with a sniile, as he approached the new¬ 
comer. 

“ Ah! so it was you who fired, monsieur?” rejoined the man 
in the blouse. 

“ Yes, and clumsily, too, for the animal started up at my 
feet and was only twenty paces oil when I took aim.’* 
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“That certainly •wasn’t brilliant,” resumed the man in the 
blouse, -with a touch of irony in hisToice. “But how does it 
happen, monsieur, that you are shooting over this part of the 
forest ? ” 

“Why,” said the young sportsman, somewhat astonished, 
“I shoot hero because I’ve a right to-” 

“I don’t think so. These woods belong to Monsieur 
Derblay, who does not allow any one to set foot in them.” 

“Ah, ah! the ironmaster of Pont-Avesnos,” rejoined 
the young sportsman rather haughtily. “ If I’m on his land 
it is without knowing it, and I’m really sorry it should have 
occurred. You are no doubt Monsieur Derblay’s keeper ? ” 

“And you, ■who are you? ” retorted the man in the blouse 
without answering the question asked of him. 

“ I am the Marquis de Beaulieu, and I beg you to believe 
that I am not in the habit of p oachin g.” t . 

On hearing this the man in the blouse flushed crimson, and 
,ybowing most defe renti ally exclaimed, “Pray excuse me. 
Monsieur le Marquis. If I had known whom I had to deal 
•with I should not have approached you nor asked you for any 
exidonations. Pray continue shooting; I will withdraw.” 

Whilst listening the young Marquis attentively scanned 
the man in the blue blouse. He seemed to be above his rus¬ 
tic costume. Ilis face, framed by a black beard, was hand¬ 
some and intelligent. His hands were well shaped and well 
cared for. Moreover, the gun he had' just hung over his 
shoulder •was (ine of those admirable weapons, handsome in 
their simplicity, such as English gunsmiths alone know how 
to produce. 

Thank you,” returned the Marquis coldly, “ but I have not 
t honour of knowing Monsieur Derblay. I am only aware 
that he is a troublesome neighbo'ur, with whom we are on htwi 
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terms. I should therefore regret firing another shot on his 
land. I only reached Beaulieu yesterday. I am imperfectly 
acquainted with the ground, and my love of sport has led me 
to overstep our limit. However, it shall not occur again.” 

“As you please. Monsieur le Marquis,” answered the man 
in the blouse softly; “but I can guarantee that Monsieur 
Dorblay would have been happy to prove to you in this cir¬ 
cumstance that if he bo a troublesome neighboxir it is in spite 
of himself. He has encroached on the Beaulieu estate in lay¬ 
ing down a mining railroad; but rest assured that ho regrets 
it, and that he is ready to indemnify you as you may please. 
The boundary of two neighbouring estates is sometimes un¬ 
certain,” he added with a smile. “ You have just experienced 
this yourself. So do not judge Monsieur Derblay without 
knowing him. Later on you would certainly regret your 
severity.” 

“You are no doubt one of the ironmaster’s friends?” 
observed the Marquis, looking at tlie man in the blouse. 
“One of his people, perhaps; for the warmth you show in 
defending him-” 

“ Is quite natural, believe me, Monsieur lo Marquis.” And 
abruptly changing the conversation, the man with the black 
board added, “ But you don’t seem to have been very lucky 
either over Beaulieu or Pont-Avesnes. Monsieur Derblay 
prides himself on his preserves, and he w'ould be annoyed to 
hear it said that you left his land emptyhanded. Pray, there¬ 
fore, accept this hare which you so obligingly started, together 
with these four partridges.” 

“I cannot accept them,” hastily replied the Marquis. 
“ Keep them, pray; you would disoblige me by insisting-” 

“And yet I must insist, even at the risk of displeasing you,” 
answered the man in the blouse. “I will lay the game on. 
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Hie bank here. You are free to leaTe it if you choose, '^xit it 
■will only be for the benefit of - the foxes. I hare the honour 
Of saluting you, Monsieur le Marquis." And, leaping back 
into the wood, he strode rapidly away. 

“ Monsieur! monsieur! ” called the Marquis; but the man 
in the blouse was abeady out of sight. '‘"What a strange 
adventure! ’’ muttered M. de BeauHou. What shall I do V " 

An unexpected intervention put an end to his perploxitj'-, 
for the brown spaniel had approached the bank, and taking 
one of the partridges in his mouth with aU duo precaution, ho 
now brought it to his master. • The latter began to laugh, and 
stroking the dog exclaimed, “ So you don’t want ns to go 
back with nothing.” Thereupon, placing the hare and the 
four partridges in his game-bag, the young Marquis turned 
homewhrds, trudging somewhat heavily along with this un- 
■wouted burden. 

The Chateau de Beaulieu, in the Louis XIII. stylo, and 
comprising a central building and two wings, is built of while 
stono with red brick dressings. The pointed roofs of tlio 
wings are surmounted by tall sculptured chimney-stacks of 
highly characteristic aspect. A broad terrace, more than fivo 
hundred yards long, with a balustrade in red granite and 
decked with parterres of florvers, extends hr front of the 
chateau, being reached by a flight of eight stops arranged as 
a grotto undorireath, whilst up the wrought-iron railings 
flowers and creeping plants climb in j)rof usion, olforiiig a per¬ 
fumed support to those who mount or descend. Tho terrace, 
which has a southern aspect, becomes a doliglitful walk in the 
autumn. The view is charming, for the chateau, built on tho 
heights which face the vineyards and quarries of Pont- 
Avesnos, is surrounded hy a park of fifty acres sloping gently 
down into the valley. M. Derhlay’s ironworks may have 
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Bomewhat spoiled the beauty of the landscape and’ have 
troubled the rural calm, but Beaulieu neverthelesa remains a 
highly covetable estate. 

And yet for long years it remained deserted. In 1845", 
when the Marquis de Beaulieu—^father of the young man who 
has already been introduced to the reader—^attained his 
majority, he found himself in possession of a superb fortune, 
and began to lead an extravagant life in Paris. Still, every 
year, during the shooting season, he spent throe months or so 
at Beaulieu. It was then fete-time for the aristocracy of the 
district, and the Marquis's lavish prodigality enriched the 
neighbourhood for the whole winter. 

When the Kevolutioh of 1848 burst forth, the vinegrowers 
of Pont-Avesnes, electrified by the socialistic speeches of a 
few ringleaders, took it into their heads to requite the 
Marquis’s generosity by sacking his chateau. Armed with 
guns, scythes, and pitchforks, with the red flag waving in 
their midst, they climbed up to Beaulieu, yelling the “ Mar¬ 
seillaise.” They broke down the park-gates, wdiich the porter 
obstinately refused to open, and scattering themselves through 
the chateau, they began to pillage it, destroying whatever 
they could not carry off. The brightest of the band at last 
lighted upon the cellar-door, and thereupon revelry followed 
theft. The Marquis’s wines were choice, and the vinegi-owers 
appreciated them like true connoisseurs. With inebriety their 
violent instincts returned. 8preading through the conserva¬ 
tories, which were tended with especial carp, tho brutes 
began to tread the flowers underfoot and break the marble 
vases. 

In a verdant bower there stood an admir^ible statue of 

V it 

Plora, the work of Pradier, beneath, the pedestal of which a 
cascade fell murmuring into a stone basin. One madman 
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was oa the point of slashing th6 charming figure with his 
scythe, when the most drunken of the band suddenly became 
sentimental, darted in front of the masterpiece, declaring 
that he was a friend of art, and would plunge his pitchfork 
into the stomach of • any one who dared to touch the statue. 
Thus the Flora was saved. However, to console themselves, 
the good people of Pont-Avesnes thought of planting a tree 
of liberty. They uprooted a young poplar in the park, and 
after decorating it with red rags, came witl^'oyful howls to 
replant it in the middle of the terrace. Then they returned 
to the town and continued their revolutionary orgie, yelling 
until midnight. On the following morning a brigade of 
gendarmerie arrived at Pont-Avesnes, and order was speedily 
restored. 

When tile Marqms was apprised of this outbreak he began 
by laughing. Having always behaved so munificently towards 
the folks of Pont-Avesnes, it seemed to him only natural that 
they should try to harm him. But when he learnt that a 
so-called tree of liberty had been planted on the terrace, his 
wrath was kindled. This, he considered, was cariying the 
joke too far. He sent orders to his gardener to uproot the 
young poplar, saw it into logs of the customary size, and 
despatch these logs to him in Paris, to be used as fiiwood. 
He moreover sent five hundred francs to the drunkard who, 
declaring himself the friend of art, had saved the statue of 
Flora; and he caused the good people of Pont-Avesnes to bo 
informed that, by way of retaliating against their revolu¬ 
tionary farce, ho would never again set foot at Beaulieu as 
long as ho lived. 

As tliis decision implied a loss of at least twenty thousand 
francs a year, the village made an effort at reconciliation 
through the medium of its mayor, and even tried the effect of a 
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petition signed by the municipal comcil. AH of no avail. The 
Marquis did not forgive the tree of liberty, and the ohlteau 
of Beaulieu remained closed. To tell the truth, the Marquis 
was considerably influenced in his resolution by the attrac¬ 
tions of the capital. Club and greenroom life, sport and 
gallant adventures, kept him away from Beaulieu even more 
forcibly than his rancour against tho peasants. However, 
after loading for several years a life of pleasure and excite¬ 
ment,, he wearied’lomewhat of his follies, and took advantage 
of a rational moment to marry. 

His young wife, the daughter of the Due do Bligny, had a 
tender heart and a cahn mind. She worshipped the Marquis, 
and knew how to close her eyes to his weaknesses. He was 
one of those delightful prodigals for whom pleasure is the 
quintessence of life, whose hands and heart are always open; 
' he did not know how to resist a wish of his wife, and yet he 
was capable of killing her with sorrow, to mourn her bitterly 
afterwards. When the Marchioness began to scold him in a 
maternal way after some excessive folly, he would kiss her 
hands, with tears in his eyes, and say, " You are a saint.” 
But on the morrow he began again. 

The young couple’s honeymoon had lasted threo years, and 
this was praiseworthy on tho part of such a man as the 
Marquis. Two children were born of the marriage, a son 
and a daughter. Octave and Claire grew up, reared by their 
mother—the heir in serious fashion, so that he might become 
a useful man; the daughter delicately, so that she might 
chaim the life of the suitor she selected. By a freak of 
nature, however, tho son was the living image of his mother; 
sweet-tempered, tender-hearted, and gay, while the daughter 
inherited her father’s impetuous and ardent character. Edu¬ 
cation may soften nature but it cannot change it. As Octave 
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grew older he hecamo the amiable young fellow he had 
promised to be, while Claire proved the superb and haughty 
damsel already foreshadowed in infancy. 

However there soon came to them a companion, brought by 
misfortune and mourning. .The Marchioness’s brother—the 
Duo de Bligny—left a widower when very young with a little 
son, perished miserably as a gentleman-rider on a racecourse, 
having his ribs broken by his horse’s hoofs. This descendant 
of the Crusaders, who died like a jockey, left scarcely any 
fortune behind him, and after the funeral little Gaston, his 
son, was led, clad in blapk, to the house of hie aunt the 
Marchioness, where he remained. Treated like a third child, 
he grow up with Octave and Claire. Older than they were, 
he possessed innately tho power of fascination and the elegant 
instincts pertaining to tho refined race ho sprang from. Still, 
he had been but httlo cared for by his fatlrer, whose dissi¬ 
pated life was hardly conducive to paternal Vatchfulness. At 
times abandoned to the servants, w'ho suffered him to w’ituess 
their low intrigues; at others taken by the Duke, his father, 
to some jtariie fine, and excited by tho highly-spiced faro 
of restaurants, tho innocence of this child, betwixt the 
debauchery of varicts and the gallant adventures of his 
father, was put to a sore trial. 

When ho was brought to tho Beaulieu mansion he was of 
weakly constitution, sad-minded, and somewhat corrupted 
from a moral point of view. But in the healthier atmosphere 
of family life ho regained all tho graces and all the freshness 
of youth. At nineteen, when his studies were finished, he 
promised to become a charming cavalier and an accomplished 
gentleman. It was at this moment he perceived that his cousin 
Claire, by fotir years his junior, was no longer a little girl. 

She had been suddenly transformed. Like a lovely butter- 
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fly cmorging from a rlirysalis, Clairo had just hlossomed forth 
in all the splendour of her radiant beauty. She was of fair 
complexion. ITcr black'eyes gleamed with soft refulgency, 
and her admirably deToloped figure was of matchless elegance. 
Gaston adored her madly. His loro came upon him like a 
thunderbolt; still, for two years ho kept his secret deoj) in 
the recesses of his heart. 

A great misfortune induced him to speak. Confession 
comes more readily from tho heart in moments of grief. The 
Marquis do Beaulieu suddenly died. This brilliant vkeur. 
I)assod away discreetly in the English fashion.* lie was not 
taken ill; ho simply ceased to live. He was found stretched 
on the carpet in his study. He had wished to examine the 
documents connected with a lawsuit in which ho was engaged 
against some distant relatives in England, and this unwonted 
i ask had proved too much for him. 

Medical men, who are bent on determining everything with 
precision, and who'’ do not admit that any one can dispense 
wdth their opinion, especially when it is a mutter of death, 
declared in this instance that the Marquis’s d emis e Avas duo to 
tho rupture of an arti-ry. Club fricu ls .shook their heads, 
however, and said among themselves that poor dear Beaulieu 
had finished like Mornj'—used up, burnt to a cinder by “high 
life.” It is certain that no one could lend such an existence 
as the Mar'quis had led for five-and-twenty years with impu- 

* In tho ahovo exproBsiou the tranelator has scrupulously respeetod 
M. Ohnet's phraseology. “ To depart iu tho English fashion,” as is 
coinuuiuly said in Prance, means to go off without saying “ good-hyo." 
Had M. do Beaulieu been an Pnglishman, we should prohahly have said 
of him that “ he took Pronoh leave.” Cordial as may he their neigh¬ 
bourly intorcourse, Frenchmen and Englishmen seldom lot a favourable 
opportunity pass without having a fling at each other; and the present 
is only ono instance out of many.^ 
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nity. Others vere of opinion that the revelation made by the 
business man of this superb prodigal, that his entire fortune 
Avas exhausted, had killed him as surely as if a bullet had 
been lodged in his heart. 

Tlie Marquis’s family, however, did not seek to ascertain 
the causes of his sudden demise: it only thought of weeping. 
M. do Beaulieu was loved and respected as if he had boon a 
model husband and father. The Marchioness put all her 
household into mourning, and ordered princely obsequies for 
the man whom she had so dearly loved despite his faults, and 
whom she bitterly regretted. Octave, now Marquis de Beau¬ 
lieu, and the Due de Bligny, his adopted brotlier, oiQciated as 
chief mourners, surrounded by the oldest nobility of France; 
and in the evening, when they returned to the gloomy, silent 
mansion, they found the Marchioness and Claire, clad in 
black, waiting to console them and thank them for having 
fulfilled this sad and painful duty. Then the Marchioness 
retired into her own room with her son to speak to him 
of (he future, and Gaston went out into the garden with 
('laire. 

The shades of night were spreading under the tall trees. 
It Avas a beautiful summer evening; the air Avas balmy with 
the scent of flowers. The young couple Avalked slowly round 
tho lawn witliout exchanging a word. They were both fol- 
loniiig their thoughts. By a mutual impulse they paused 
together and sat doAvn on a stone bench. A fountain played 
in tho marble basin at their feet, and its monotonous murmur 
lulli'd their reverie. Suddenly, however, Gaston broke the 
silence, and, speaking precipitately, like a person who has 
restrained himself too long, he told Clairo in touching terms 
how bitterly ho regretted the excellent man who had filled 
his father’s place. The young Duke was powerless to mode. 
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fate his feelings. His nerves had been too cruelly overstrung 
all day long, and noir, in his utter weakness, he succumbed 
to his acute emotion. Unable to restrain his tears, he began 
to sob, and then letting his heavy head fall on to Claire’s 
burning hands, he cried— 

“ Ah ! I shall never forget what you and yours have been 
for me. No matter what may happen to me in Jife, you will 
always find me near you—love you so.” And between his 
sobs ho repeated, “I love you! I love you!” 

He coloured deeply and seemed almost ashamed of his 
weakness, as Claire gently raised his head and looking 
earnestly at him said, with a soft smile, “And I, too; I lovo 
yoii.” 

Transported, Gaston raised a cry: “ Claire! ” 

She placed her hands upon his lijis, however, and with tlio 
solemnity befitting an engagement, imprinted a kiss upon his 
forehead. Then they slowly rose to their feet again, and, 
leaning on each other, resumed in silence their walk around 
the lawn. They no longer thought of speaking: they were 
listening to their hearts. 

On the morrow Octavo de Beaulieu began to study law, and 
Gaston entered the diplomatic service. The Eepubliean 
Government was at that time seeking for the support of 
aristocratic names, with the view of reassuring the foreign 
powers, who watched the triumph of democracy with anxious 
eyes. The young Duke was attached to the calmet of M. 
Decades, and a brilliant diplomatic future seemed reserved 
for him. Eagerly received into society, he had created a great 
sensation by his elegant bearing, his graceful features, and 
his charming conversational powers. Sought after by mothers 
with marriageable daughters, he had remained indifferent to 
all advances. He had only eyes for Claire, and his most 
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pleasant evenings were those he spent in his aunt’s little 
drawing-room, watching his cousin as sho worked, bending 
her head over her embroidery. The wayward hair curling 
over her neck sparkled in the lamplight, and Gaston remained 
grave and silent,, devouring with his feyes, as it were, those 
golden locks which' he longed to kiss devoutly. At ton 
o’clock he took leave of the Marchioness, shook hands in 
brother-like fashion with Claire, and went off into society to 
dance till dawn. In summer-time the wliole liouseliold hiisb 
away to Normandy, where the Marchioness had some pro- 
perty. In memory of her husb.and’s rancour, she liad not yet 
returned to Beaulieu. Gaston was suiiromoly happy in the 
oountry: he galloped on horseback through the woods with 
Octave and Claire, whilst the Marcliioness dived into the 
family records in search of fresh documents for the English 
lawsuit. 

A very large sum had been bequeathed by will to M. do 
Beaulieu; but the legacy had been conte.sted in England, and 
the solicitors of the adverse parties, entering into the suit like 
so many rats into a cheese, were making money by prolonging 
the hostilities. The action, which the Mai-quis had brought 
mainly out of vanity, was ean-ied on by his widow out of 
interest, for kl. de Beaulieu’s fortune had been grievously 
compromised by his follies, and the great English legacy 
represented by fur the larger pMt of the two children’s patri¬ 
mony. The Marchioness had a handsome fortune of her 
own jjcrfectly secured, but it only sufficed to defray tlio 
heavy exinmses of everyday life. So, although Madamo 
de Beaulieu held legal quj jffilin g i n horror, she had become 
a pleader in view of defending Claire’s and Ootave’e interests. 
Immersed in documents, constantly in correspondence with 
In' ■ r ' )■■■. had n-ully bccpmo most proficient in legal 
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knowledge. Slie liad perfect confidence in the result of the 
suit. The dpinion of her relatives strengthened her sense 
of security, and it was generally considered that Claire would 
bring a dowry of a couple of millions of francs (£80,000) to 
the man who was fortunate enough to please her. Her 
hand had already been asked for in marriage by suitors of 
high birth and great fortune. But she had refused them all, 
and when at last the Marchioness anxiousty questioned her, 
she unhesitatingly replied that she was engaged to the Due 
do Bligny. 

Madame de Beaulieu was by no means oveqoyed on hearing 
of this engagement. She not only had very strong precon¬ 
ceived ideas on marriages between cousins, but she also 
judged Gaston with singular penetration. She considered 
him light-headed, passionate, and inconstant, quite capable of 
ardent love, but incapable of loving faithfully. StiU, she did 
not try to influence her daughter. She was acquainted with 
Claire’s wonderfully firm character, and knew that nothing 
would induce her to set aside a freely contracted engagement. 
Moreover, in the depths of her heart she was perhaps flat¬ 
tered by the idea of an alliance which woidd restore to her 
family the grand name of Bligny, which she herself had 
relinquished on mariying. 8o she'~Teceived her nephew gra¬ 
ciously, and, ns she could not treat him better than she had 
done so far, she continued to regard him as her son. — 
Precisely at this period the Duke was appointed secretary to 
the French embassy at St. Petersburg, and it was agreed on 
both sides that the marriage should take place as soon as the 
young diplomatist obtained his first leave of absence. This 
first leave was given six months later. Gaston arrived in 
Paris, but only for a week. He was entrusted with a confi- 
v*hi(^h !\r. ’ r.'.t So 
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expose to tlie risks atteadant upoa the exchange of ciphered 
despatches. 

A week! Could the wedding in all conscience take place 
in so short a time P There'was not even time for the banns to 
be properly published. During his brief visit the young 
Duke showed himself affectionate towards Claire, but his 
manner was tinged with a shade of levity which contrasted 
with his pious adoration of former times. Since his depar¬ 
ture he had mixed in Eussian society, the most corrupt that 
ex ists in tho„ wprld^ and he returned to Paris with vejy 
singular ideas on love. The expression of his face had changed 
like the feelings of his heart. His features were harder and 
more marked; it seemed as if a trace of debauchery now 
lingered on his once unsullied brow. However, Claire did not 
or would not SCO the alteration. Her tondorness was unsus¬ 
ceptible of change, and besides, she had confidence in her 
noble lover, and waited. But if Gaston’s letters were at first 
frequent, they gradually became few and far between, although 
always full of passionate protestations. To beUeve him, the 
postponement of his happiness made him suffer cruelly. But 
he no longer spoke of returning, and two years had elapsed 
since his departure. 

At her daughter’s request, Madame de Beaulieu had closed 
her drawing-rooms during the past two winters. Qaire 
wished to live in seclusion, so as to avoid the solicitations 
of undiscouraged suitors. Meanwhile, Octave continued 
studying jurisprudence, and the Marchioness became more 
and more immersed in the documents of her intorminable 
lawsuit. 

When spring returned, Claire, capricious as .usual, ex¬ 
pressed a wish to visit the Beaulieu estate, which she had 
never seen, her father having placed it under interdict prior 
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to Ms marriage. QThe MarduonesB, w]io was incapable of 
resisting ber daughter, and who considered moreover that a 
change would do her good, consented to undertake the 
journey. And thus it happened that one fine October day the 
young Marquis, who had just taken Ms degree, was met, gun 
in hand and accompanied by Ms brown spaniel, in the woods 
belonging to M. Derblay, the ironmaster. 



n. 

WiiiLsi the young Marquis was trudging back, heavily laden, 
towards the chateau, Madame de Beaulieu and Claire sat in 
the drawing-room enjoying the close of this fine day. The 
large glass doors ptood open, and the sun’s rays streamed into 
the room, brightening the faded gold of the'frames enclosing 
the portraits of the family ancestors, smiling or solemn in 
their ceremonial costxunos. The Louis XVI. furniture in 
carved wood, painted white and picked out with sea-green, 
was upholstered in tapestry representing Ovid’s “Metamor¬ 
phosis.” A broad screen, hung with Genoa velvet, encom¬ 
passed the low, cosy arm-chair in which the Marchioness sat, 
attentively knitting some wooUen hoods' for the little children 
of the village. 

Mudajno de Beaxilieu was then over forty years of age. 
The hair crowning her grave gentle face was almost white, 
and gave her a noble appearance. Her black melancholy 
eyes seemed still moist with the tears she had shed in secret. 
Of slender frame and delicate health, she took every kind of 
precaution. Even on this warm afternoon a shawl was 
stretched over her knees, sheltering her tiny feet, encased 
with persistent coquetry in low black satin shoes, from the 
fresh air. 

Ensconced in a large arm-chair, with her head resting against 
the tapestry at the back, and her hands hanging do'wn inert, 
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Clture, whose gaze was lost in the sky, contemplated without 
seeing it the admirable horizon stretched out before her. 
For an hour she had remained thus, motionless and silent, 
enveloped in the sunlight, which, illuminating her fair hair, 
gave it the gleam of an aureole around the Virgin’s head. 

The Marchioness had been anxiously watching her daughter 
for some minutes. A sad smile had strayed over her lips, and 
to attract Claire’s attention she now stirred the basket con¬ 
taining her balls of wool, a significant “Hem! hem! ’’ accom¬ 
panying the movement. But the young girl, quite insensible 
to this indirect appeal, still rmnained motionless, and tena¬ 
ciously followed her train of thought. The disappointed 
Marchioness thereupon laid her work on the table, and, draw¬ 
ing herself up in her chair, exclaimed in a slightly scolding 
tone, “Claire! Claire!” 

For a moment Mademoiselle Beaulieu closed her eyes as if 
-to bid her dream good-bye, and then, without moving her 
head, but merely raising her beautiful white hands to the 
arms of the chair, she answered, “Mother.” 

“ What are you thinking about ?” 

Claire remained for a moment silent,-and a wrinkle creased 
her forehead. But at last, making an effort, she calmly 
replied, “I was thinking of nothing, mother. The warm air 
had made me feel drowsy. Why did you call me ?” 

“For you to speak to me,” said the Marchioness, with a 
shade of affectionate reproach in her voice. “To prevent 
your remaining so silent and absorbed.” 

There came another brief pause, and Claire resumed her 
listless attitude, while the Marchioness, leaning forward, and 
careless of the fresh air, threw aside her shawl. At last, 
turning slowly towards her mother. Mademoiselle de Beaulieu 
displayed her beautiful sad face, and resuming al9ii4 
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train of thought she had been silently following, she asked, 
“How long is it since we have had any letters from St. 
Petersburg?” 

The Marchioness nodded her head, as if to say, “I knew 
what it was all about,” and then, trying to speak as calmly 
as possible, she answered, “It must be about two months.” 

“ Two months, yes!” repeated Claire, with a painful sigh. 

The Marchioness’s patience was now quite gone, and, 
abruptly rising, she came and sat* down near the window in 
front of her daughter. “ Come,” -said she, taking hold of 
Claire’s hands, “come, why do you always think about that 
and torture your mind so ? ” 

“ What can I think of,” answered Claire bitterly, “ but of 
my betrothed ? And how can I avoid torturing my mind, as 
you say, in trjdng to divine the reason of his silence?” 

“ I own that it is difficult to explain,” rejoined the Mar¬ 
chioness. ■ “ After spending a week with us last year, my 
nephew, the Due de Bligny, started off, promising to return 
to Paris during the winter. He next began by writing that 
political complications detained him at his post. Then he 
pretended that as the "winter season was over, he should wait 
for tho summer before returning to France. Summer came 
but not the Duke. Here, now, is autumn, and Gaston no 
longer even favours us with pretences. He does not even 
take the trouble to write to us. If this be only mere negli- 
gonco, it is already too much. My dear girl, everything is 
degenerating. Even the men of our station no longer know 
how to be polite.” 

As sh^ spoke, the Marchioness raised her white head, which 
made her look like one of the great ladies with powdered 
hair who smiled all round the drawing-room from their hand¬ 
some frames, 
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“But supposing he ■were ill,” Claire ventured to say, 
already impelled to defend ihe man she loved, “ Supposing 
he were altogether unahle to communicate with us ? ” 

“ That is out of the question,” replied the Marchioness 
pitilessly. “The Embassy would have informed us of it. 
You may be sure that he is in perfect hoaltli, quite fresh and 
gay, and that he led the cotillim all last -winter in the ball¬ 
rooms of St. Petersburg.” 

A nervous twitch coq^acted daire’s features,' and sho 
turned pale as though all the blood in her veins had rushed 
to her heart. Then forcing herself to smile, she said, “Ho 
promised me so often that he would come and spend the 
winter in Paris, and I was eagerly looking forward to tho 
time when I should find myself with him in BOcietJ^ His 
successes would have been triumphs for me, and ho would 
perhaps have noticed mine. It must be confessed, mother, ho 
is not jealous, and yet there might be reason for jealousy. I 
have been courted wherever we have gone, and I am scarcely 
allowed to remain in peace even in this desert of Beaulieu. 
It would seem that I have attracted the attention of our 
neighbour the ironmaster.” 

“ Monsieur Derblay ? ” 

“Yes, mother# Monsieur Derblay. On Sunday,atmass—you 
did not notice it, you are too pious—I was reading my prayers 
beside you, and without kno-wing why, I felttill at ease. 
Something stronger than my will attracted my attention, and 
in spite of myself I turned, raised my eyes, and perceived 
Monsieur Derblay.” 

‘ ‘ Ho was praying ? ” 

“ No, mother; he was looking at me. Our eyes met, and 
I could distinguish in his, a kind of mute invocation, as it 
Were. I lowered my head, and during the rest of the service 
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I strove not to look again in his direction, Hovrever, as we 
left the church I found him waiting under the porch. He 
did not dare to offer me holy water, but he made a deep bow, 
and as we passed out I felt that his eyes were following me. 
It appears this was the first time he had been seen at mass 
this year.” 

As Claire finished speaking the Marchioness returned to 
her old place, and having comfortably settled herself in her 
arm-chair, she exclaimed, “ Well, Ms presence at church will 
perhaps increase his chances of saTvation. But at all events, 
instead of making soft eyes at you, he would do much better 
if ho indemnified us for Ms encroachments on our land. I 
consider him rather ridiculous with his mute invocations, 
indeed. And you must really have little to tMnk of, CSiaire, 
to occupy yourself with the sighs of tMs iron-nmelter, who 
one of these fine mornings will end by making us deaf with 
his hammering.” 

“But, mother. Monsieur Derblay’s homage is respectful, and 
I have no cause to complain of Mm. Besides, I only mentioned 
him as an example—-as one out of many. However, people 
say that women’s hearts are changeable. The Duke stays 
away, and I am here, like Penelope, awaiting a return which 
never takes place. Hasn’t Gaston ever thought that I might 
perhaps grow weary of waiting ? Ho ought to have done so, 
but I fear he has not. And so I remain here alone, patient 
and faithful-” 

“And you act very wrongly,” exclaimed the Marchioness, 

vivaciously, “ If I were in your place- 1’ 

“ No, mother,” interrupted Mademoiselle de Beaulieu, with 
solemn firmness, “ I don’t act wrongly. Besides, my conduct 
is only natural and quite undeserving of praise, for I love the 
Due de Bligny.” 



81 


OK, LOVE AKir PRIDE. 

“ You lore him 1 '* rejoined the Marchioness, who was 
unable to hide her irritation. “How you do exaggerate! 
The idea of transforming a childish friendship into deep love, 
of assimilating a tie of relationship to a bond for life. You 
and Gaston grew up together. You thought you would 
always live on, side by side, and you imagined you would 
never be happy unless the Duke became your husband. But 
all that is folly, child.” 

“ Mother! ” cried Clajife. 

But the Marchioness was fairly started, and the opportunity 
of easing her mind which now presented itself was too 
favourable a one for her to allow it to escape. “ You greatly 
deceive yourself respecting the Duke,” she resumed. “In 
point of fact he is light-headed and frivolous. As you know 
yourself, he has certain independent habits which ho would 
never be able to shake oS; and I foresee a great many decep¬ 
tions for you in the future. Shall I tell you what I really 
think ? Why, that there will be cause to regret this marriage 
should it ever take place.” 

Claire had started to her feet, and a crimson flush was rising 
to her cheeks. For a moment the mother and the daughter 
remained looking at each other jvithout speaking. It seemed 
as if the first words they exchanged would have exceptional 
gravity. Mademoiselle de Beaulieu was at last unable to 
restrain herself any longer, and in a quivering voice she 
exclaimed, “This is the first time you have spoken to me 
like that, mother. Do you want to prepare me for some bad 
news ? Has the Duke’s absence a serious motive that you 

have hidden from me ? Have you learned-” 

The Marchioness felt frightened on observing her daughter’s 
violent emotion. She realised more forcibly than ever how 
deeply and firmly Claire was attached to the Duo de BHgny. 
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She perceived that she had gone too far, and so, promptly 
retreating, she rejoined, "No, duld, I know nothing; nothing 
has been told me. I even consider that 1 am not told enough. 
I am astonished by this long silence on my nephew’s part, and 
it seems to me that Gaston really carries diplomacy too far.” 

A weight was lifted from Oaire’s heart; she felt reassured, 
and attributed her mother’s strong language to a feeling of 
displeasure which she herself could not help thinking was 
justified. Accordingly she strove to^eeover her serenity, and 
exclaimed, "Come, mother, let us have a little more patience. 
The Duke is thinking about us, I’m sure of it; and he will 
surprise us by arriving here unexpectedly.” 

“ I hope so, dear, since it is your wish. At all events, my 
nephew De Prefont and his wife arrive to-day from Paris. 
Perhaps they will be better informed than we are.” 

“Ah!” interrupted Mademoiselle de Beaulieu at this 
moment, “‘here is Octave coming along the terrace with 
Monsieur Bachelin, the notary.” And availing herself of this 
opportunity to bring her painful conversation with her mother 
to a close, she eagerly rose to her feet. 

She passed from the drawing-room on to the flight of steps 
which conducted to the terrac^ thus advancing into the full 
sunlight. Twenty-two years of age, Claire was now in all the 
radiance of her beauty. Her tall figure was exqmsitely pro¬ 
portioned, and her arms, springing from a superb bust, 
terminated in a pair of hands worthy of a queen. Her 
golden hair was knotted on the summit of her head, so as to 
allow a full view of her round white neck.- Leaning slightly 
forward, with her hands resting on the iron balustrade, list¬ 
lessly fingering one of the creeping plants which twined 
around the bars, she looked the living incarnation of youth 
in all its grace and vigour. 
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For a moment Madame de Beaulieu gazed at her admir¬ 
ingly ; then she shook her head in silence and heayed a final 
sigh. The gravel on the terrace was grating under the tread 
of the nSw arrivals, whoso voices were already wafted con¬ 
fusedly to the drawing-room. 

Maltre Baohelin, the notary, was a little man of sixty or 
thereabouts, somewhat corpulent owing to the sedentary office 
life he had led. With his white hair and his clean-shaven 
red face, his solemn bl^k clothes and just a glimpse of 
wristbands falling over his hands, he. was a perfect typo of 
the talellim* of the old regime. ■ Strongly attached to his 
noble clients, invariably repeating the formula, " Madame la 
Marquise ” in a devoutly u npt uous voice, he busied himself 
with the interests of the Beaulieu family by hereditary right. 
In fact the Bachelins were by birth the notaries of the lords 
of Beaulieu; and the worthy man whom we have now to intro¬ 
duce prided himself on possessing in his office various charters 
dating from the reign of Louis XI., and whereon figured tho 
rough feudal signature of Marquis Honore-Onfroy-Jacques- 
Octavo de Beaulieu, and tlio ornamental flourish of Maltre 
Joseph-Antoine Bachelin, royal notaiy. • 

The worthy man was delighted when the Beaulieu family 
came back to their chateau, for naturally enough ho hoped for 
his own return into favour. lie had long fretted over tho 
absence of his noble (jbents, and now that they had visited 
their fine estate he trusted they would resume the practice of 
spending tho summer there. Desirous of displaying his 

• This term “ tahellion,” which nowadays is so often applied to Fi-ench 
notaries in a sneering fashion, really has no insulting meaning at all. 
Indeed, “tahellion” was simply tho official title of the legal functionariis 
who, prior to the Great Kevolntion, discharged notarial duties in sub¬ 
ordinate jurisdictions, notably on those demesnes where the teignenra 
administered justice.— Tram. 
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knowledge and acumen, lie had placed himself at Madame de 
Beaulieu’s disposal to unravel the entangled skein of the 
English lawsuit. For six weeks or so he had been actively 
corresponding with the solicitors in London, and had wonder¬ 
fully accelerated matters. In fact, in that month and a half 
MaJtre BacheUn had done more work than ail the other legal 
advisers of tho Beaulieu family in ton years; and despite 
the unfavoui-able opinion which ho had expressed regarding 
the result of tho suit, the Marchiogess was delighted with his 
help and stupefied by the ardour he di 82 dayod. She realised 
that he was one of those devoted advisors worthy of being 
raised to the rank of friend, and she treated him accordingly. 

Bound for the chiteau, Maitre Bachelin had met the young 
Marquis at the park gate, and, perceiving that Octavo was 
heavily laden, he had perforce taken charge of his gun, which 
he carried under his left arm, whilst under his right appeared 
a bulky-black leather portfolio stuffed fuH of papers.. 

“Why, how hampered you are in your movements, poor 
Monsieur Bachelin! ” gaily cried Claire to tho notary, who, 
whilst hastening up the steps, was vainly trying to bow and 
take off his hat. 

“ Pay accept tho assurance of my profound respect, made¬ 
moiselle,” answered the notary. “As you perceive, I unite 
in my person the symbols of right and might: tho code 
under one arm and a gun under the other. But the gun is 
under the left one. Cedant arma togoe ! Excuse me; no doubt 
you don’t understand Latin. I am only a vulgar pedant.” 

“ Oh, my sister knows enough Latin to tinderstand that,” 
exclaimed the Marquis, laughing. “ And as for your being a 
pedant, well no, I prefer to think you the best fellow in the 
world. Now, pray return me my gun. Thanks.” And taking 
his weapon, Octave mounted the steps behind the notary. 
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“You Dare liad good sport/it seems,” said Mademoiselle 
de Beaulieu, ■waylaying her brother on the threshold of the 
drawing-room, and feeling tlie weight of his game-bag. 

“Oh, I’ll be modest! I don’t care to strut about in 
borrowed plumes. To teU the triith, this gafte was not killed 
by me.” 

“ Who killed it, then ? ” 

“I don’t know,” answered the Marquis; and as his sister 
made a gesture of astonishment, he added, “really, I don’t. 
The fact is, I had lost my way on the Pont-Avesnes land, 
when' I met another sportsman, who accosted me and asked 
me who I was. He was rather haughty at first, and did not 
mince maicers in speaking to me, but as soon as I told him 
my name he became not merely polite, but very amiable, 
and almost forced me to accept what he had in his own 
game-bag.” 

“How singular,” exclaimed Mademoiselle de Beaulieu. 
“ Perhaps this man wanted to play you some joke.” 

“ Well, no I hardly think so. He rather seemed desirous 
of pleasing me; and, in fact, as soon as he had deposited the 
game on the bank of a ditch for mo to take it, he hurried 
off as fast as his legs could carry him, so as to prevent my 
refusing the gift.” 

“Will Monsieur le Marquis allow me to ask him a ques¬ 
tion?” said Maitre Bachelin, who had been listening atten¬ 
tively. 

“ Certainly, by all means, my dear sir.” 

“Well, what was thjs person like ? ” 

“ Oh! he was a tall fellow, very dark, wearing a blue blouse 
and an old grey felt hat.” 

“Ah, ah! I was not mistaken,” muttered the notary to 
himself; and he added in a louder key, “ Well, I can tell you 
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whom you are indebted to for your mysterious gift, Mon¬ 
sieur lo Marquis. The person you met was simply Monsieur 
Derblay.” 

“Monsieur Derblay!” exclaimed the Marquis.* “What, 
rigged out in al)louse like a peasant, and wearing a slouched- 
hat like a poacher? Come, that isn’t possible.” 

“Don’t forgot, Monsieur le Marquis,” rejoined Maitro 
JBacheitu with a smile, “that we are all rustic sportsmen 
hereabouts. AAHiy, take myself, for instance; I like to be 
decently dressed under ordinary circumstances, but I should 
very likely frighten you if you met me at the edge of a wood 
when I’m out shooting. The person you spoke with was 
Monsioiu’ Derblaj’-, you may be sure of it. And even if I 
didn’t recognise him by the striking jjortrait you sketched of 
him, that amiable gift of his would sultlee to dispel all my 
doubts. Oh, it was certainly ho.” 

■“ Well-, if that bo the*caso, I tvas polite. In speaking about 
him I told him he -was a troublesome neighbour, and I added 
all sorts of other unpleasant things. Why, I shall have to 
go and apologise to him.” 

‘ ‘ y ou won’t need to take that trouble. Monsieur le Marqiiis. 

If you win kindly inform Madame de Beaulieu of my arrival 
I will acquaint you in her presence -u ith various matters -uhich 
I am sure will modify the opinion you had formed of Monsieur 
Derblay.” 

“ Upon my word, I don’t ask anything bettor,” replied 
Octave, ridding himself of his shooting paraphernalia. “ This 
ironmaster seemed to be an amiable fello-u'.” With these 
words the Marquis entered the drawing-room, approached his 
mother, and respectfully kissed her hand. “Maitro Baehelin 
is here, mother, and would like to see you,” he said. 

“Why doesn’t he come in?” eagerly replied the Mar*- 
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cMoness. “ "Wiy, for the last ten minutes I have heard you 
chattering on the steps. Good afternoon, my dear Bachelin.” 
And as the notary howed as deeply as his corpulence -would 
admit of,*the Marchioness added, “Have jpu brought mo 
some good news ?” 

The expression of Bachelin’s features changed, and in lieu 
of a smile a look of concern spread over them. Eluding his 
noble client’s question, ho answered in a serious tone, “I 
have brought you some news, yes, Madame la Marquise.” 

Then, as if desirous of passing to a more pleasant topic, ho 
resumed, “I went this morning to Pont-Avesnes, and I saw 
Monsieiu’ Dorblay there. All the questions at issue between 
you and him in reference to the boundaries of your estates are 
as good as settled, for my worthy friend accepts whatever con¬ 
ditions you may lay do-wn. Ho is happy to be able to place 
himself at your good pleasure.” 

“ But if that is the case,” said Madame do Beaulieu with a 
shade of embarrassment, “wo have no conditions to lay do-wn 
at aU. As there is to bo no battle, there can neither bo victor 
nor vanquished. The matter shall be submitted to your arbi¬ 
tration, my dear Bachelin, and whatov'er you decide will bo 
equable, I’m sure.” 

“ Your decision delights mo, and I’m really happy to see 
peace re-established between the chateau and the ironworks. 
The only point now is to sign the preliminaries, and with this 
object Monsieur Derblay proposes to call at Beaulieu with his 
sister. Mademoiselle Suzanne, so as to offer you his respects, 
Madame la Marquise; that is, if you are pleased to authorise 
him.” 

“ Oh, certainly. Let him come by all means. I shall be 
glad to see this Cyclops who is blackening the whole valley. 
But come, I don’t suppose it is merdy the treaty of peace that 
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makes your portfolio so bulky/’ said Madame de Beaulieu, 
pointing’ to the notary’s letter-case. " You have, no doubt, 
brought me some fresh documents in reference to our English 
lawsuit.” 

"Yes, Madame la Marquise, yes,” rejoined Baohelin, with 
evident perturbation; “wo will talk business if you desire it.” 

As the notary spoke he gave the Marchioness an appealing 
glance, as if to call her attention to the presence of her son 
and daughter. Madame de Beaulieu understood him, and a 
vague dread made her heart sink. What bad news could her 
confidential adviser have to tell her that absolute privacy 
seemed requisite ? However, she was a resolute woman, and 
so turning towards her son she exclaimed, " Octave, pray see 
if orders have been given for the carriage to be sent to the 
station to fetch our cousins who arrive at five o’clock.’ 

On bearing this Claire raised her head, and her brother 
started, TheMarchioness’s desire was plain. She had devised 
a pretext to induce her son to leave tho room. Those three 
beings who loved each other so dearly had a mysterious 
common preoccupation which they mutually endeavoured to 
hide from one anotlier. However, without asking any ques¬ 
tions, Claire and the Marquis gave their mother a smile, and 
left the drawing-room in opposite directions. 

MademoiseUo de Beaulieu slowly descended the steps leading 
to the terrace. An idea that BacheHn might have brought 
some'news of the Due de Bligny had suddenly occurred to 
her, and grektly agitated, with her head whirling so that she 
could not fix her mind on any precise thought, she walked 
along under the tall trees, unconscious of the passing time, so 
deep was hte emotion. 

The Marchioness and Bachelin had remained together in 
the drawing-room. The notary no longer made any effort to 
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retain a smiling countenance; his expression was serious and 
thoughtful. For a moment Madame do Beaulieu remained 
silent, as if anxious to enjoy her tranquillity of mind, as 
long as was possible, but at last i^bming to a ^solution she 
exclaimed, “Well, my dear Bachelin, what have you to tell me?” 

The notary sorrowfully shook his white head. “Nothing 
pleasant, Madame la Marquise,” he replied ; “ and it is a 
source of great affliction for an old retainer of your family 
like myself. I fear that the success of the action which the 
late Marquis de Beaulieu, your husband, brought against his 
collateral relatives in England is seriously compromised-” 

“ You don’t toll me the whole truth, Baiiholin,” interrupted 
the Marchioness. “ You would not be so downcast if there 
were still a ray of hope. Come, speak; I am strong and pre¬ 
pared for the worst. Have the English courts decided ? Is 
the action lost ? ” 

The notary lacked the corn-age to reply in words, but his 
gesture was equivalent to the most complete confession. The 
Marchioness bit her lips, and a tear glittered under her eye¬ 
lashes, speedily dried, however, by the bm-ning flush which 
mantled over her face. 

As for Bachelin, in his consternation he began to pace 
hurriedly ujiand down the drawing-room. He had forgotten 
his usual respectful manner, and no longer remembered in 
vhat a hallowed spot he found himself. Carried away by hi.s 
emotion, and gesticulating as was his wont when ho studied 
a case in his office, he rattled on in this desultory fashion: 

“ The action was not properly launched! Those English soli¬ 
citors aro donkeys! And rapacious, too! They write you a 
letter; it’s so much. You answer them, they road your reply; 
it’s so much more! If the Marquis had even only asked me 
for advice! But he was in Paris, and his solicitor there gave 
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him had counsel! Another set of donkeys, thoso Paris solid, 
tors!—^fellows who only know how to increase the consump¬ 
tion of stamped paper! ” ^ 

At this point the notarypaused abruptly, and then striking 
Ills hands together added, “ Ah! it is a terrible blow for the 
house of Boaiiliou! ” 

“Terrible, indeed,” said the Marchioness, “for it implies 
my son’s and my daughter’s ruin. For ten years to come I 
shall have to economise rigidly with my own fortune in order 
to restore our finances.” 

Bachelin had ceased pacing up and down the drawing¬ 
room. He had become calm again, and he now listened with 
feeling respect to Madame de Beaulieu’s reply. lie know 
that the lawsuit was irremediably lost. He had received a 
copy of the judgment, and no further litigation,%o appeal, 
was possible. The Marquis’s disdainful carelessness had 
enabled his adversaries to acquire a superior position in the 
suit, and henceforward the struggle could not possibly be 
carried on. 

“ Misfortrmes seldom come singly,” resumed the Marchio¬ 
ness, “so I suppose you have some other bad news to toll 
me, Bachelin. Whilo wo are about it, tell mo evorythiiig,” 
added Madame do Beaulieu ; “ I don’t think any blow could 
affect mo more gi’ievously than this one.” 

“Iw'ish I could share your confidence, Madame la Mar¬ 
quise, for what I have still to tell you would then not seem 
so painful. But I am acquainted with the delicacy of j'our 
feelings, and I fear that tho pecuniary loss which the failure 
of the English lawsuit entails will seem to you the less 
grievous of the tyo misfortunes.” 

The Marchioness turned very pale and became intensely 
agitated. She divined what her confidential adviser was 



OE, LOVE AND PBIDB. 


41 


aboxit to toll her, and, unable to restrain herself, she eagerly 
exclaimed, " You have news of the Due de Bligny ? ” 

“I was charged by you, madam^e, to inquire into your 
nephew’s conduct,” rejoined the notary, with a touch of dis¬ 
dain in his tone which was highly significant coming from a 
man who, as a rule, fervently worshipped the aristocracy. 
“I followed your instructions to the letter. For the last six 

weeks Monsieur le Due do Bligny has been in Paris-” 

“For six weeks!” repeated the Marchioness with stupe¬ 
faction, “ and we were not aware of it! ” 

"M. do Bligny advisedly refrained from informing you.” 
"Andho hasn’t come here ! He isn’t here to-day—^know¬ 
ing the misfortune that has overtaken us ! For ho is aware 
of it, no doubt ? ” 

" Ho lijjow of it one of the first, Madame la Marquise.” 
Madame de Beaulieu made a gesture of painful surprise, 
and then, in a tone of profound affliction, she exclaimed, 

“ Ah! you were right, Bachelin, this grieves me more cruelly 
than the money loss. The Duke abandons us. He has not 
3ome, nor wiU he come; I had a presentiment of it. All that 
lie wanted from us was a fortune. The fortime has vanished 
and the suitor hurries off. Ah! money is the password of 
these venal, avaricious times, Beauty, virtue and intelligence 
count for nothing. People no longer say, ‘Boom for the 
trorthiest,’. but ‘Boom for the wealthiest.’ Now wo are 
ilmost poor, and so we are abandoned.” 

Bachelin had listened quietly to the violent outburst of this 
jrieved and angered mother. In spite of himself the notary 
jould not conceal a feeling akin to satisfaction. He had 
become very red again in the face, and vigorously rubbed his 
lands together behind his back. 

“ Madame la Marquise,” said he, “I think that you slander 
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the times we live in. No doubt positive ideas are dominant, 
and the cupidity which is natural to the human species has 
made great progress. But wo must not pass tiie same sen¬ 
tence on all of our contemporaries. There are still some 
dislhterested men who oojisider beauty, virtue, and intelli¬ 
gence as gifts which make the woiiian po.ssossing tliein 
desirable above all others. I won’t say that I know many 
men of the kind. But at least I know one, and for tJie point 
at issue a single example sulPices.” 

“ What do you moan ? ” tisked the astonished Marcliione.s,s. 

“ Simply this,” replied the notary, “ that a gallant friend 
of mine has not been able to see Mademoiselle de Beaulieu 
without falling passionately in love with her. Knowing that 
sho was engaged to the Buko, ho would not have dared to de¬ 
clare himself. But if he learns she is free, ho "will speak, 
providing you condesooiid to authorise him to do so.” 

The Marchioness looked lixedly at Baehelin. “You aro 
referring to Monsieur Philippe Derhluy, aro you not ? ” slio 
asked. 

“Yes, Madame la Marquise, precisely so,” the notary boldly 
replied. 

“I am not ignorant of tlie feelings with which my daughter 
has inspired tho ironmaster,” exclaimed the ]\farc]iiouos.s. 

’ “ He doos not hide them; ho does not hide tliom enough;” 

“All! that is .because'ho loves Mademoiselle Claire, and 
sincerely too,” the notary rejdined with warmth. “But 
you do not know Monsieur DerLlay sufficiently, Madame la 
Marquise, to bo able to judge him at his real value.” 

“lam aware that he is highly esteemed throughout the 
district. But you, my dear Baehelin, .you are on, intimate 
terms with his family ? ” 

“ I have known Monsieur Philippe and his sister, Made- 
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moisello Suzanne, ever since they were horn. Their iather 
was kind enough to call mo his friend, and this will explain, 
Madame la Marquise, my boldness in acquainting you with 
Monsieur Derhlay’s sentiments. I hoj^e you will forgive me 
for having taken this liberty. In my eyes my client only has 
one flaw—^liis name, which is written in one word without an 
apostrophe. However, if a seardli were made, who knows ? 
The family is a very old one, and under the Eevolution honest 
folks clustered close together,^ so maybe the letters of Mon¬ 
sieur Horblay’s name did the saiue.” 

“Let him keep his name as it is,” said the Marchioness 
sadly. “He bears it like an honourable man, and that suffices 
in the times we live in. Look at the Due do Lligny, who 
abandons Claire because she is ruined; then turn to Monsieur 
Derblay, who solicits the hand of a dowerless girl, and tell 
me which of the two—^high bom and low born—is the real 
nobleman! ” 

‘ ‘ If Monsieur Derblay heard you he would feel very happy, 
madanie.” 

“ Pray do not repeat to him anything of what I have just 
told you,” interrupted the Marehion'ss gravely. ‘'Made¬ 
moiselle do Beaulieu accepts generosity from no one, and 
with the character she possesses it is probable sho will die a 
spinster. Please (}od that Sie will prove strong and resigned 
when this double blow falls upon her.” 

The notary remained for a moment confused a»d speech¬ 
less, and then, in a voice which trembled with emotion, he • 
exclaimed, “ Whatever happens, Madame la Marquise, pray 
remember that Monsieur Derblay would be the happiest man 
in the world were he even allowed to hope. He will wait, I 
am sure of it, for his heart also is unsusceptible of change, 

I can discern that these events will lead to great affliction for 
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all of UB—for I trust you mil allow an old retainer like my¬ 
self to be numbered among tbose who will share your tribu¬ 
lation. Now, if you win kindly permit mo to offer a sugges¬ 
tion, I should advise you not ter say anything to Mademoiselle 
de Beaulieu, at least for the present. Maybe the Duo de 
Bligny will return to more honourable feelings, and besides 
it wiE always be time enough for Mademoiselle Claire to 
suffer.” 

“ You are right; but at all events I must inform my son of 
the blow that strikes him.” And walking to the steps, the 
Marchioness beckoned to Octave, who was sitting on the 
terrace, patiently awaiting the end of the conference. 

“Well,” said he gaily, “is the sitting raised, or have 
you sent for me to deliberate with you ? ” 

“ I wish to acquaint you With some grave tidings which 
deeply grieve me,” replied the Marchioness softly. 

The Marquis immediately assumed a serious expression, 
and, turning to his mother, asked, “ What is the matter ? ” 

“ Maitre Bachelin has received a final communication from 
our legal representative in England.” 

“ Eespecting the lawsuit ? ” 

“Yes.” 

Octave approached his mother, and, affectionately 
her by the hand, asked, “Well, it is lost, eh ? ” 

Madame de Beaulieu, who was stupefied to find the Marquis 
BO calm, Idbked at Bachelin as if seeking for an explanation, 
but the notary remained impassive, and so she turned to her ' 
son again. “You know it then?” she asked, breathing 
more freely, as if the Marquis’s calm refeignation had eased 
her heart. 

“ No, not precisely,” replied the young man; “but I had 
my doubts. I did not wish to worry you; I respected your 
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illusions, but in my own mind I was jiorfectly convinced that 
this action could not prove successful. I have therefore long 
been prepared to hear that it was lost. My only concern was 
for my sister, whose dowry was at stake. However, matters 
may be easily arranged. You must leave her the part of 
yo.ur fortune which you were reserving for me. As for 
* myself, do not be anxious, mother; I shall always bo able to 
weather the storm.” 

The Marchioness flushed with pride on hearing those 
generous words, and, turning towards the notary, she ex¬ 
claimed, “ What can I complain of when I am blessed with 
. such a son f ” Then opening her arms to the Marquis, who 
was smiling softly, she added, “ You are a brave fellow; come 
and let me kiss you.” 

“Oh! I deserve no praise,” rejoined the Marquis with 
emotion. “ I love my sister, and I will do everything in my 
power to make her happy. But, come, as we are talking of 
these sad things, don’t you think, mother, that om cousin Do 
Bligny’s silence has some connection with the loss of this 
lawsuit ? ” 

“ You are mistaken, child,” replied tho Marchioness eagerly, 
as she raised her hand to silence her son. “ For tho 
Duke-” 

“ Oh, fear nothing, mother,” interrupted Octave with dis¬ 
dainful haughtiness; “ if Gaston hesitated to keep his‘engage¬ 
ment now that Mademoiselle de Beaulieu no longer comes to 
him wdth a million in either hand, we are not, I fancy, 
the soi-t of folk to seize him by the collar and compel hinx 
to keep his promises. In fact, in my opinion, if the Due 
de Bligny fails to marry my eister, it will be so much tho 
worse for him and so much tho better for her.” 

“ Well said, my son,” cried tho Marchioness. 
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“Yes, well said, Monsieur le Marquis,” echoed Bachelin. 
“And if Mademoiselle de Beaulieu is no longer wealthy 
enough to tempt a dowry-hunter, sho will always be suffleiently 
2 wrfect to captivate an honourable man.” 

The notaiy would perhaps have proceeded further, but the 
Marchioness silenced him with a glance. Delighted with, the 
favourable issue of this crisis, wliich he had feared would be 
such a terrible one, Bachelin thereupon took respectful leave 
of his noble clients, and hurried off in the-direction of Pont- 
Avesnes as fast as his old legs could carry him.' 



m. 

-As Baeholin had stated, it was really M. Derblay whom the" 
Marquis de Beaulieu had met, clad like a poacher, in the 
woods of Pont-Avesnes. Letting Octave call after him as 
loud as he liked, he had hurried on through the Avood, going 
straight before him, careless of the lasliing branches and the 
tearing brambles. lie laughed nervously, mingling muttered 
words with exclamations. Clrauco had brought him nearer 
to the woman whom ho adored from afar, in a dream, as it 
were, like a young queen just espied, and liis heart was full 
of joy. 

He descended the slope which leads to the valley, scudding 
over the ground with his' long logs, and unconscious of the 
ra])idity of his movements although the perspiration oozed from 
his forehead. He was seemingly bent on keeping pace with 
his thoughts, which flew on the wings of the wind. When 
the young Marquis de Beaulieu learnt whom he had had to 
df.-al witli, as woiild ultimately happen no doubt, he would 
certainly feel grateful for the courtesy shown him by the man 
he had called a troublesome neighbour; and then, who knows, 
they would be brought more closely together. He, Philippe, 
might then approach Claire, the adorable maiden whose soft 
smile lived in his memory. He would be able to speak to her. 
But at this thought a cloudq)a8sed before his eyes, for it seemed 
to him that the words would die away in lus throat, and that 
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he would remain dumb-stricken before her, crushed as it were 
by his emotion. However, he might take refuge in some 
dark corner of tho drawing-room, and thence admire her at 
his ease. Lost in contemplation he would feel supremely 
happy. 

Happy ? How was that ? What would be the issue of his 
amorous tenderness ? He would suffer all the more acutely 
on beholding the woman he so passionately yearned for, 
married to another man. For the Duo de Bligny would 
certainly return. Could a man, beloved by such a woman, 
be mad enough to disdain her? And even if she did not 
marry tho Duke, some other suitor would come forward—a 
brilliant nobleman, who would only have to show himself and 
give his name to be welcomed with open arms—^whilst he, tho 
low-born ironmaster, would be disdainfully rejected. 

At this thought a feeling of deep sadness overcame him, 
and his strength waned. He no longe;^ ran toward.s Pont- 
Avesnos, bounding like a door through the cover. He 
teudged slowly on, mechanically tearing the leaves from the 
branches and crumpling them in his hand. What a mis¬ 
fortune it was that he durst not even aspire to win this ideal 
crefiture! At this thought he paused abruptly beside an oak- 
tree, and loaning against its trunk without thinking of sitting 
down, he remained in meditation there, his features pale and 
grave, and his ej'es moistened by mental agony. 

He recalled to mind all tho exploits of his life, and asked 
himself if in virtue of the task he had accomplished he were 
not really deserving of happiness. After vei^ brilliant studies 
he had left the Polytechnic School with first honours, and had 
chosen tho State mining service. He had just obtained his 
appointment as an engineer when*-tho Franco-German war 
broke out. He was then two-and-twenty. Without hesitating 
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he had enlisted as a volunteer in one of the regiments of the 
army of the Ehine. He had been present at tho sanguinary 
defeat of Worth, and hai^ returned to the camp of Chalons 
Avith the remnants of^the first corps d’armt'e. Then he had 
taken part in the disastrous march on Sedan, and fotmd him¬ 
self, on tho night of the battle, a prisoner of -war guarded by 
Prussian uhlans. But he was not of a nature to relinquish 
liberty without an effort,, and profiting by the darkness ho 
crawled through the German lines during the night. Then, as 
soon as he reached Belgium, he made for Lille, where he was 
incorporated in one of the new regiments then being formed. 

The war continued, and he saw tho invasion stretch like 
gangrene over the country. Under the orders of General 
Faidherbe, who recognised his merits, he took part in tho 
campaign of tho North. At 8t. Quentin he, received a bullet 
wound, and for six weeks he remained between life and death 
at the hospital, only awaking from his long trance to shudder', 
on learning that Paris was in the hands of tho Commune. 
Ilis convalescence spared him the sad obligation of firing 
upon his misguided fellow-countrymen, a.id he started for tho 
paternal home, still suffering from his wound, but Avoaring on 
his breast the ribbon of the Legion of Honour, which his 
General had brought hiin in person whilst ho lay stretched on 
his bed of suffering at-the hospital. 

He had experienced many sorrows in an exceedingly short 
space of time, but a greater grief than all awaited liim at 
home. Ho found the house in mourning. His mother had 
just died, leaving his little sister Suzanne, then only seven 
years old, to the care of others. M. Derblay, senior, forced 
to absent himself to attend to important business matters, had 
left his daughter Amder tho g'uardianship of some devoted ser¬ 
vants. Philippe’s arrival was attended by a fresh explosion 
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of grief, a fresh flow of tears. Little Suzanne attached her¬ 
self to her brother with the convulsive tenderness peculiar to 
bereaved, abandoned children, l^or weak, wee little girl, 
she clung to him as if apjjoaling for support and help. 
Philippe, who had a simple, tender heart, adored this child, 
who so greatly needed affection and found so little; placed 
as she was between her father, absorbed by business, and the 
servants, who, faithful as they might bo, were not apt to treat 
her with that delicate tendcrne.ss which is oven more necessary 
than material care for children and women. 

However it was nece8sar3' he should leave home and go 
into harness again. His departure caused Suzanne bitter 
grief. TJio despair’ she felt when her brother bade her good¬ 
bye was akin to that which had crushed her when her mother 
died. But Pate had decided that their separation should not 
be a long one. Six months later M. Derblay died in his turn, 
overcome’ by excessive work, and henceforth Philippe and 
Suzanne wore all alone in life. 

Pi’psh duties then fell to the young man’s lot. The wind¬ 
ing-up of his father’s affairs proved verj^ complicated and 
fruitful in painful suriwises. Although M. Derblay, senior, 
had been a remarkably intelligent man, ho had possessed 
one gi’cat fault, lie undertook more than ho could properly 
accomplish. He e.x'ijonded his activity in various affairs with¬ 
out being abb' to carry them on all together and with equal 
.success. The profits of one enterprise were absorbed by the 
losses of another, and ho was incossantty assailed by a swell¬ 
ing flood of difficulties, which he momentarily mastered by 
dint of skill and energy, but which, sooner or later, would 
inevitably have ended by submerging him. However, as it 
happened, he had died before fllie catastrophe, leaving his 
affairs in a most confused state. 
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As an, engineer Philippe had a splendid career already 
chalked out before him. He might have abandoned his 
father’s enterprises, have ■#'ound them up as well as possible, 
and have then resumed his own course. But in that case the 
whole of the paternal inheritance would have been needed to 
, save the name, and Suzanne would have remained dowerless. 
; Under these circumstances the young man did not liesitate. 
Ho renounced his career and sent in his resignation; and 
thou taking up tho heavy burden which had proved too 
v'eiglity for his father, ho became a manufacturor. 

Tiio task before liim was a mighty one. There was some 
of everything in tlie paternal iiihorifanee—some glassworks 
at Oourtalin, a foundry in tho Nivemais, some slate quaiTios 
in tho Var, and the forges and furnaces of Pout-Avesnes. 
Philippe sprang boldly into the abyss, and tried (o save tho 
scattered remains of his father’s proporij'. He worked intre¬ 
pidly, and during six years ho devoted not merely the day- 
'ime, but also many hours of tho night, to tho task of redemp¬ 
tion which lie had so bravely undertaken. All th(( ready’ 
money he could command wms'employed in setting tho various 
concerns going again; and then as they recovered by degrees, 
at first activity and then prosperity (thanks to his exertions), 
he disposed of them, retaining only tlio ironworks, the value 
of which ho fully recognised. 

Thus in seven years he had liquidated the paternal iuheri- 
tance, and now ho only possessed tho foundry in tho Nivci-nais, 
which he utilised conjointly with tho works at Pont-Avesnes, 
feeding the former establishment with the metal turned out 
at the latter one. He was altogether beyond the reach of 
danger; tho property he had retained was really his own, and 
he felt capable of greatly extending his enterprises. Popular 
IS he was throughout tho district, he might come forward at 
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the elections to be returned as a deputy. Who knew ? Such 
a position was calculated to flatter a wonaan’s yaniiy. And, 
besides, a great industrial establislnhent is itself a power in 
tliis money-loving century. . 

Little by little as these reflections crossed his mind, hope 
revived in Philippe Derblay’s heart. He had set off again, 
and had already reached the edge of the wood. On his right 
hand stretched the meadows spreading over the valley, whilat 
on his left rose the rocks forming the base of the hill. It was 
here that the entrances to the mine were pierced. A little 
railroad ran up a gentle incline towards the galleries, and 
seived to convey the mineral to the works. 

Suddenly aroused from his meditation, Philippe resolved to 
go and see how the labour was progressing, and turning aside 
he directed his steps towards the mine. The overseer whose 
duty it was to control the output occupied a hut standing on 
a little hillock. Philippe made straight for this shanty, but 
as he drew nearer he fancied he could hear some iieoplo shout¬ 
ing. There was, indeed, an imusual stir at the entrance to 
the galleries, and on perceiving it the ironmaster so quickened 
his pace that in a few minutes he was on the spot. Ho at 
once realised the cause of this unwonted tumult. 

The Qfolonged infiltration of water had caused a subsidence 
of part of the railway embankment. Several trucks wore 
overturned, and below the bank a mass of sand and a number 
of beams and sleepers had buried the conductor of a train 
wliich Avas passing Avheu the accident occxirred. A few work¬ 
men and a number of women, who had speedily arrived from 
the village, made up an animated group, in the midst of which a 
woman Avho seemed half crazy was weeping and gesticulating. 

Philippe eagerly elbowed his way into the circle. “ What 
has happened ? ” he anxiously asked. 
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"All! Monsieur Derblay,” exclaimed the weeping woman, 
who had broken forth into still more boisterous lamentation 
at sight of the ironmaster, "it’s my poor lad, my little 
Jacques, who was orertumod. with his truck, and has been 
buried under all that sand for the last three-quarters of an 
hour.” 

“ .\nd what has been done to rescue him ?” asked Philippe 
eagerly, as he turned towards the miners.- 

" We have removed as much of the sand as possible, sir,” 
replied a foreman, pointing to a large excavation. “ But we 
don’t dare go any farther for fear the beams and sleepers 
might fall in and crush the little chap.” 

" He still spoke to us only ten minutes ago,’’ cried the 
mother in despair, “ but now we can’t hear him. He’s no 
doubt been stifled. Oh! my poor little lad! Are you going 
to leave him buried the^e ? ” And overcome by her emotion, 
the poor woman burst into sobs and sank, on to the grassy 
slope of the embankment. 

Throwing his gun to the bystanders, M. Derblay had flung 
himself on the groand, where he remained listening with 
his head just inside the excavation, underneath the crossed 
sleepers. AU was silent in the poor lad’s sandy tomb. 

“Jacques!’’ cried the ironmaster, whose voice had a 
mournful muffled sound under the sand and the 'Geams, 
“ Jacques I Can you hear me ? ” 

At first only a moan came in reply, but a moment later 
these words reached him, faintly and disconnectedly, "Ah! 
master! It’s you! Ah! My God! If you’re there—then 
I’m saved.’’ 

This simple confidence touched Philippe deeply, and he 
determined to make every efliort, and attempt even the im¬ 
possible so as to make the poor lad’s hope reality. 
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“ Can you still move ?” lie asked. 

“ No,” munnured the lad, with failing breath, as if he were 
almost stifled. “ Besides, I think 1 have a leg broken.” 

Those words, which were heard in the midst of a deathlike 
silence, elicited a sorrowful murmur from the bystanders. 

“ Don’t be frightened, my lad, we are going to got you 
out,” resumed Philippe, and then rising to his feet, he added 
to the workmen, “Come, you others, just get some stan¬ 
chions and raise this beam.” At the same time he pointed to 
a long beam deejfly buried under the delrit, and the project¬ 
ing portion of which formed a kind of lever. 

“ That won’t do, master,” rejoined the foreman, shaking 
his head sadly. “Everything would then fall in. There’s 
only one plan possible. Throe or four strong men ought to 
crawl into the hole we’ve dug and try and puli the lad out, as 
he can’t move. At the same time one might try and shore 
these sleepers up. But all the saihe, it’s awfully risky, and 
the men who go in might pjossibly stop there.” 

“Nevertheless it must bo done,” said the ironmaster 
resolutely, as he looked at his workmen^ and as they all re¬ 
mained motionless and silent his face flushed. 

“ If one of you were lying under that sand, what would ho 
think of liis comrades who left him there ? ” he asked. ‘ ‘ Come, 
as none of you dare. I’ll go myseK.” And bending down 
Philippe glided into the excavation. 

A cry of admiration and gratitude arose among the by¬ 
standers ; and as if an example had sufficed to restore every 
one’s courage, three men crawled in after the ironmaster, 
whilst the remainder, combining their strength, stooped be¬ 
neath the projecting beams and raised them up by dint of 
incredible efforts, gilenoe had again ensued. One could only 
hear the sobs of ■ the woebegone, moaning mother, and the 
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husky breathing of the workmen, staggering under the weight 
they supported. A few minutes—long as centuries, and during 
which the life of five men remained in suspense—elapsed, and 
then all on a sudden a joyful outcry arose. Begrimed with 
soil, with hands gashed and shoulders lacerated, the four men 
emerged from the excavation, and Philippe, who came last, 
carried in his arms the swooning lad. 

A frightful crash resoimded. The M'orkmen had ceased 
supporting the beams, whiph now gave way, filling u]! tho 
space left vacant by the rescue of the lad. The latter’s 
mother, who now seemed half crazy with delight, lavished her 
joy and gratitude on her son and tho ironmaster, whilst the 
crowd, impressed and silent, respectfully surrounded them. 

“Como, carry that lad home,” said M. Derblay gaily, 
“ and let some one go for the doctor.” Then adjusting his 
dross and taking his gun again, the ironmaster strode off to¬ 
wards Pont-Avesnes. 

News of the rescue had speedily followed tho announcement 
of tho accident, and as Philii)pe came in sight of the chateau 
gate he espied his sister, escorted by Baoholin, coming towards 
him. On perceiving her brother, Suzanno quickened her 
pace. She approached, attired in a light dress and carrying 
a largo pink parasol, which serviceably sheltered her charm¬ 
ing head on this fine sunshiny day. Mademoiselle Derblay 
was seventeen years of age, and her fi-esh, gay face, wore a 
delightful expression of trustfulness and candour. ITer brown 
eyes smiled even more than her lips. No doubt her beauty 
was not of a regular character, but her tender, naive grace¬ 
fulness rendered her irresistibly charming. In her impa¬ 
tience she began to run towards her brother, tilting her 
parasol, which outspread like a full-blown sail. She had 
opened her arms and was about to spring on to rhilii)po’8 
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neck, when he gently repulsed her, crying, " Don’t touch 
me! I’m coyered with mud, and I should epbil your dress.”' 

“ 'What does that matter ? ” exclaimed Suzanne with joy¬ 
ful eagerness. “ Oh! I must kiss you! You have saved the 
child! Oh, PhUippe! you are always ready w'hen there is 
something good and beautiful to be done! ” So saying she 
took her brother’s head in her hands and kissed him tenderly. 

Baohelin, whom Suzanne had outstripped, now came up 
greatly out of breath. “"Well, my dear friend,” said the 
notary, “ here’s another good action to be set down to your 
credit account.” 

“Pray don’t mention it,” interrupted Philippe, with a 
smile. “ It really isn’t worth while. The worst of the busi¬ 
ness is that I fear the child is badly hurt. You would do 
well to go and see him with your medicine-chest, Suzanne, 
and if there is any expense to be incurred, pray defray it.” 

“ I will go at once, brother,” said the young girl. “ Shall 
I take Brigitte with me ? ” 

“Do so. As for ourselves, my dear notary, lot us go indoors,” 
added Philippe, turning towards Baohelin; “I look like a 
vagabond, and must change my clothes.” 

As Suzanne wont off in tha direction of the domestic offices, 
Philippe and the notary crossed the large square courtyard, 
which was encompassed by old lime-trees, whilst in the 
centre, from a large rectangular sheet of water, edged with 
parterres of flowers, a jet spurted into mid air, falling again 
in fine spray scattered by the wind, and tinged by the sun- 
rays with iridescent sheen. This basin contained all that re¬ 
mained of the water which had belted the chateau when the 
Avesnes was diverted from its course and turned into the moats 
by the old lords of the place. However, the channel which 
admitted of this was dammed up in the reign of Louis XIII. 
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and the moats were drained. The slime at the bottom 
of them was mixed with mould brought from a distance 
at great expense, and from this admirably fertile soil sprang 
the fruit-trees which are eren nowadays the pride of Pont- 
Avesnes. There are here pear-trees and peach-trees nearly 
two hundred years old and yielding unique fruit; for theso 
broad moats, with their stone facings serving as espaliers, ai’u 
like reservoirs in which the sun deposits its vivifying rays. It 
is as warm here as in a hothouse, and the bitter winds can¬ 
not penetrate to dry and wither the trees. 

The chateau is buUt, on an elevation, but although it lacks 
none of the advantages of site, it is sombre and glooiuj', and 
its tall slate roofs stand out grimly against the sky. As 
Philippe had limited himself to occupying one wing of the 
vast frigid pile, the rest remained closed, and if it w(.'ro not 
for careful Brigitte, Suzanne’s foster-sister, who despite her 
youth and thanks to her happy precocity, ably discharges 
the duties of housekeeper, the chateau would bo altogether 
neglected But tho active girl, infusing her zeal into the 
servants under her orders, has the whole place cleaned regu¬ 
larly every fortnight, and sees that the admirable Louis- 
Quatorze furniture in tho reception rooms is properly cared 
for. When Brigitte opens the shutters of the grand drawing 
room and the light streams into tho vast apartment, the effect 
is hke that of a curtain rising in a theatre and disclosing some 
marvellously luxurious scene. On tho M'aUs hang beautiful 
Gobelins tapestry, portraying the history of Alexander tho 
Great. The large arm-chairs scintillate with their coverings 
of Genoa velvet and their gilded framework of stately design. 
The flowers of the parterres, the water-jet, and a comer of 
blue sky are refle(rf;ed for a moment n ithe great Venetian 
mirrors with bevelled edges. Then active Brigitte passes by 
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carrying a light feather-brush and a broom. Finally, as soon 
as the cleaning is over, the shutters are closed again, and the 
ai-tistic riches of the chiitoau relapse once more into darkness. 

On the gi’ound-floor of the ving v'hich is inhabited 
Philippe has reseiTed for himself a largo study, suiToundod 
with bookshelves, tho upper ones of vrhich are only reached 
by means of steps. In the centre of the room stands a largo 
writing-table covered with papers, which might seem in dis¬ 
order to any one but the master; and here, moreover, is a very 
fine bronze inkstand representing a pair of struggling Cupids, 
the victor jocosely pressing a bunch of grapos to tho mouth of 
his vanquished antagonist. On tho mantelshelf figures an 
admirable ebony clock with brass ornaments, executed by 
Boule in his earlier manner. From the study one may reach 
the dining-room, where tho staid-looking furniture is of carved 
pear wood; the sideboard being adorned with several pieces 
of richly wrought massive silver plate, which, by the way, is 
never used. On the other hand, tho littlo drawing-room is 
furni.shcd in modern middle-class style, with hangings of blue 
poplin and chairs and couches upholstered in the same 
ni.aterial. Tho clock on the mantelshelf and the fire-dogs of 
tlio grate are all three of the roeaille style. On a little mar- 
<pK‘try table there lie.s sojno unfinished embroidery seemingly 
awaiting iSuzauno’s return, while on the walls hang two por¬ 
trait s, those of PJiilippe’s fatlior and mother, painted more 
conscientiously than successfully by a scarcely proficient pupil 
of Flandrin. 

On tho first-floor aro two large bedrooms, occupied by 
Philippe and Suzanne, with dressing-rooms attached. That 
of Philippe has a dark sober aspect, with its hangings of 
Havannah-tintod stamped velvet and its bjack furniture, the 
only ornaments being a panoply of modern arms, in the centre 
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of Arhich figures a linesman's metal liquor-flask, jn’erced with 
throe bullet-holes—a souvenir of the engagement of Pont- 
NoyeUos. Suzanne’s room., on the contraiy, is as fresh and 
virginal as its oecuxiant. The hangings are a combination of 
some blue material and white muslin caught up with pink 
favours, while the white-lacquered furniture is picked out with 
blue lines. Here and there, moreover, ai'e "scattered aU, the 
littb' trifles Avhich ornament so jirottily a maiden’s room. 
From her ■window Suzanne can follow the long avenues of the 
park, vaguely limited by distant foliage, and lier balcony 
would bo a fit spot for reverie, could reverie for one moment 
bedim the gaiety of a youth to which care is luiknown. 

It was to his study that Philippe took Bachelin when his 
sister had tripped away. He had a presentiment that the 
notary had just come from Beaulieu, and like all lovers he wa.s 
eager to leam such important or. futile particulars as his old 
friend invariably acquainted’^him with after each inteiwiew 
with the noble inmates of the chateau. However, on this occa¬ 
sion Bachelin did not seem inclined to speak. Ensconced in 
an arm-chair, he looked cnrehissly at the ironmaster, who 
stood holt ux)right before him, like a note of interrogation. At 
la,st Philippe could rc.strain himself no longer, atid ho asked 
with affected calmness,‘ “ Well, have you sx)oken to Madame do 
Beaulieu of the arrangement I xnopose respecting tlio en¬ 
croachment on her laud f ” 

“ Certainly I have.” 

“ Well, does she find it sufficiently aecexitahle ? ” 

“ Quite so.” 

Pltilijtpe looked askance at Bachelin, annoyed by his laconic 
manner; but, deciding he would bring the conversation nearer 
to the subject he had at heart, ho resumed, ” Did you also 
offer the right of shooting over my preserves ? ” 
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“Wiat T^as tlie use of doing so?” quietly rejoined the 
notary, at the same time giving the ironmaster an ironical look. 

“You ask me ivhat' was the use?” cried the latter in 
astonishment. 

“ Well,” replied Baohelin, “ there was no necessity for my 
making the offer, since you made it yourself to the Marquis 
tbdB morning, and in tho most romantic tashion, too.” 

A slight flush came to Philippe’s face, and ho lowered his 
liead with, embarrassment. “Ah. I So Monsieur de Beaulieu 
spoke to you of our meeting ? ” he asked. “ But he did not 
know whom he had to deal with.” 

“ I told him. Perhaps I ought to have added that if you 
filled his game hag so plentifully, it was because you were in 
love with his sister ? ” 

“ My friend! ” 

“ Ah, ah! Do you retract ? ” asked Bachelin gaily. 
“ Do you iiaiipen not to love Madcmoisello de Beaulieu any 
longer?” 

“ Would to Heaven I didn’t, for it is great madness,” 
replied Philippe. “ How can I—a toiler who has long left 
society on one side—have thought of this young girl, who is 
at once so beautiful and so luoud, and yet for this last reason 
perhaps all tho more tempting ? I saw her looking i^alo and 
thouglitful, somewhat anxious, no doubt, on account of tho 
prolonged absence of the man she is betrothed to; and in 
spite of myself, without thinking of restraint, I gradually 
came to love her. I forgot the distance that separated us; I 
did not think of our difference of origin. 1 did not hoar the 
voice of reason, tho advice of experience; I only listened to 
my love which carolled irresistibly in my heart. Ah, my old 
friend, I am ashamed of myself, and yet I cannot overcome 
this mad pqssion which fills me with unknown joy, and tran- 



OB, tOVE ANO PBIDE. 


61 


sports me with exquisite sensations—^which gives me every- 
thing, in fact, excepting hope! For there my blindness 
ceases, and I don’t hope, I give you my word for it.” 

“You don’t hope, it’s agreed,” rejoined Bachelln in a 
bantering tone. “ But, at all events, you love, that’s patent. 
So I conclude I acted rightly in speaking as I did to the 
Marchioness P” 

“In speaking?” stammered Philippe, with emotion. 
“ What do you mean by ‘ speaking' ? What did you speak 
of?” 

“Why, I spoke about what you think, about what you 
have just expressed to me in such telling, passionate terms.” 

The iron m aster took a step backward, his eyes receded 
under his brows, and their expression darkened. Tie angrily 
bit his lips, but at last, striving to speak in a calm voice he 
asked, “ But did I request you to inform Madame de Beaulieu 
of such matters ? ” 

“No, that’s true, you did not ask me to do so,” rejoined 
Bachelin quietly. “But,'to teU the truth, I found a favour¬ 
able opportunity, and I didn’t hesitate Do you see, there’s 
nothing like a well-defined situation. You -would have con¬ 
tinued beating about the bush for weeks and perhaps months; 
you would have plunged all the more deeply into this love 
adventure, and perhaps with serious consequences. It was 
much bettor to make a clean breast of it once and for all, 
even at tlie risk of being haughtily repelled. These are the 
reasons that led - me to act as I did. Don’t you think they 
have some weight?” . 

Philippe remained silent. He had scarcely heard Bachelin, 
for his mind was whirling, and hb had lost all notion of exist¬ 
ence. It seemed as if he were being carried rapidly through 
space. The wind whistled in his ears, and he was unable to 
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fix his eyes on anything? through the mist that ohscurefi his 
gaze. In his aching head it seemed as if a mysterious voice 
persistently repeated what was perhaps a vague revelation of 
destiny, “Claire! if she were really to hecomo yours!” 

The notary at last aroused him from his torpor. “■\V(!ll, 
why are you gazing fixedly at me like that ?” asked Buehelin. 
“ You look like a visionary.” 

Philippe jjassod his hand over his forehead, ns if he wore 
desirous ot. eft'aqing a painful impression, and then, smiling 
at his friend, he rojfiied, “Excuse me, I was trouhlcd at 
thinking that you had taken such a serious stoi) without my 
knowledge. I did not think it was in your nature, otherwise 
I should havo asked you to say nothing. Since the day 
when I was weak enough to confess to you that I loved 
Mademoiselle de Beaulieu I have not ceased regretting that 
I had spoken so indiscreetly. But it would seem that when a 
man is in love his heart becomes too small for all the tender¬ 
ness it should contain, and in spite of one’s self more 
than is proper escapes one. Av'owals come to oiio’s lips and 
cannot be restrained. But scarcely had I spoken to you than 
my illusion was dispelled, and the pitiless j'eality appeared to 
me. Madetnoiselle de Beaulieu has never done mo the honour 
to notice that I «si.stftd. ' Who is wealthy, .she is betrothed to 
her cousin, and she wxjl become a duchess, i must be a per¬ 
fect madman to love h^. I deservo punishment undoubtedly, 
and 1 am ready to submit to it. Come, tell me overything ; 
you need not spare me.” 

“ WoU, to begin with, I will tell you that Mademoiselle de 
Beaulieu is no longer wealthy, that sho will probably never be 
a duchess, and that an honourable man like yourself never had 
a better chance than now of being accepted as her husband.” 

On hearing this Philippe became so pale that it seemed as 
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if he were about to faint. He raised n cry of joy, and tlien, 
giving way to emotion, sank heavily into an arm-chair. 
“ Oh, take care! Beware of giving me hope! It would be 
too hard if I were compelled to renounce it afterwards.” 

“ But yet I mean to give you hope,” rejoined Bachelin, 
“ although in doing so I betray, for your sake, all the secrets 
of the Beaulieu family. However, it is so much in your own 
interest to remain discreet that I am sure you will never 
repeat what I have just told you.” ' 

Pliilippe caught hold of the notary’s hands, and gazed at 
him with burning eyes full of inquisitiveness. 

“Mademoiselle de Beaulieu is ruined by the loss of the 
English lawsuit,” resumed Bachelin, “and she is not aware 
of it. For tho last six vreeks the Due de Bligny has been in 
Baris witliout occupying himself about her, and she has no 
more knowledge of this than of the other matter. However, 
whenever Mademoiselle Clak-e learns that she is abandoned, 
a frightful tempest will burst forth in her heart, and there 
will bo plenty of fragments to be rescued by those who are 
near her.” 

“ lluined and abandoned!” cried Bl’lippc. “ That accom¬ 
plished and adorable girl! But what need has she of 8113- 
fortune ? Tho only treasm-o ft man should o.xpect from her is 
herself.” ^ 

“Yes, certainly; and in si)aakingof you to tho Marchioness 
I insisted on your absolute disinterestedness.” 

“ Y'ou were right,” cried Philippe warmly. “Tell Madame 
de Beaulieu what I think; tell it to her also, I beg of you.” 
lie paused abruptly, as if saddened by some discouraging 
thought. “But no,” he resumed, “say nothing. She is 
proud and haughty. Tho idea of owing anything to the man 
who will be her husband would raise a barrier between us 
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and induce ter to reject me. Horrerer, •warn theMarcluoness, 
acquaint her mth my scruples, try and win her approbation. 
Above all, let it be fomally understood that I am a suitor for 
her daughter’s hand. Oh I I would receive Mademoiselle de 
Beaulieu’s hand on myhnees. - But I wish she should still 
believe herself rich, so as 4 o accept or refuse me freely. Even 
if I had to settle on her everything I possess, I should still 
be her debtor.” 

“ Come, come,” said Bachelin, interrupting Philippe with 
an affectionate sign of the hand. “You are dashing off| 
post haste. What fine things youth and passion are! But 
you must proceed more sedately. At the present moment the 
only thing for you is to -visit the chateau. In default of other 
satisfaction, you will at least have that of contemplating the 
object of your desires, as people said in the last century. 
Bo calm and grave, bear yourself discreetly in accordance 
with your situation, and take your sister with you. She will 
servo you ‘as a screen; the others will occupy themselves -with 
her, and in the meanwhile you -will be at ease.” 

“ And when ought I to go to Beaulieu?” asked Philippe, 
with evident trepidation. 

“Come, now, aro you already afraid, before even starting 
off? Well, I should go to-morrow. A good night’s rest will 
/ sot 3'ou on your legs again. You will be in tho enjoyment of 
all your faculties and appear to the best advantage.” 

As the notary spoke he slowly rose, placed his portfolio 
under his arm, and took a few steps towards the door. Paus¬ 
ing suddenly, however, in the centre of the room, and giving 
tho ironmaster a bantering look, he asked, “Well, do you 
still regret that I spoke to Madam's de Bea-ulieu without 
having your authorisation to do so? In your emotion you 
haven’t asked me what she ausworM.” 
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“ It’s true,” cried. Philippe, whose joy by a sudden change 
now gare way to anxiefy. “ What did she say ? ” 

“ She said what I expected she would say in such a case, 
that is, she declared she had nothing to say, that she would 
never force Mademoiselle Claire to marry—^in one word, she 
answered me with all the usual commonplaces. But, believe 
me, the strength of the position you wish to conquer is not 
on the mother’s side but on the daughter’s; so be bravo. 
And now I’m going ofl to dinner.” Thereupon Bachehn 
shook hands affectionately with the ironmaster, and with¬ 
drew. 

Left alone, Philippe fell into deep meditation. He calmly 
considered the situation, and was obliged to confess to himself 
that it was not unfavourable to his hopes. Dislionoiirably 
betrayed by her cousin, Mademoiselle de Beaulieu would 
necessarily sojourn for some months longer in the Jura, so 
that time might in some measure efface the humiliation 
inflicted on her. Thus he would have opportunities of seeing 
her, of paying her discreet attentions, and maybe he might 
succeed in pleasing her. Suzanne wotdd surely be a useful 
auxiliary, and in lieu of sending her b.ick to the convent at 
Besanqon as soon as the holidays were over, he would keep 
her at home. She would become Claire’s companion, and 
win her friendship with her gentle na'ive grac-efulncss. By 
degrees she might instil some thought of her brother into 
Mademoiselle de Beaulieu’s heart. 

As these ideas flashed through Philippe’s mind, the dream 
seemed to become reality. Ho fancied he could see the two 
young girls slowly pacing under the overspreading trees of 
Pont-Avosnes. They walked side by side and arm in arm, 
like a pair of sisters, one of thorn tail and proud, the other 
slight and gentle. He watched them, and it seemed as if he 
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could inhalo the discreet perfume emanating from their 
poi’sons. The delicious scent intoxicated him, and ho was 
about to touch them, when suddenly a pair of fre4h lips were 
pressed to his forehead and aroused him from his dream. 
Then Suzanne’s dear voice whispered in his ear, “What are 
you thinking of, Philippe ? ” 

As tho ironmaster remainod sealed, vaguely smiling at her, 
and without replying, sho speedily resumed, “ You won’t 
tell me ? Then I .suppose I must speak. Well, I’ve no 
doubt but you are thinking of a very beautiful young lady 
with golden hair.” 

Philippe sprang to his feet, and catching hold of his sister’s 
hand, “ (Suzanne!” he cried. 

Put on espying the young girl’s malicious glance, he lost 
conlideuce, and was unable to. continue. Ho remained 
standing in a state of stupefaction, asking himself how it 
happened that this child had guessed lus thoughts so accu¬ 
rately. 

“ How di,stiiib(>d you are,” resumed Suzanne tenderly. 
"Did you think your soerot was so well concealed that no 
one eould divine iti* But for a mouth or more you have not 
be(.u the same, and I didn’t need mncli penetration to per- 
I eive tliat your lieart no longer belonged to me alone. Oh! 
i'ni not jealous, I lovo you too much for that. And if I fool 
anxious when 1 seo you so pensive and absorbod, it is not 
that 1 fear you might ilivort some of your alfoetiou from me 
to bestow it on another, but because I fear you have some 
grief. T owe you so much, Philippe. _ It was you who pro¬ 
tected me, loved me, and brought me up w'hen I was alone 
without father or mother. And it seems to me tliat I am not 
merely yoim sister, hut your daughter, the child oE your caro 
and toil. Go; love and beloved in return! You vdll ouly 
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see me rejoice; for I know of no happiness complete enough 
on earth to reward such.a perfect being as you are.” 

The tears started from the ironmaster’s eyes and trickled 
down his cheeks. His sister’s gentle words had affected his 
excited nerv'es. He felt crushed and stood motionless, leaning 
against the mantelshelf, and looking at Suzanne, who smiled 
at him. 

“But now you are crying,” she said. “ But come; is it so 
very sad to bo in love ?” 

“Don’t ever speak of that folly again,” inteiTuj)tod 
Philippe in a husky voice. 

“Folly! Why, pray? What woman who know you 
could help trying to please you ? ” And standing in front of 
him with a bold e.xpreSsion and resolute gestures, she con¬ 
tinued, “ Come, if necessary, I will go and say to her you 
love, ‘ Mademoiselle, j^ou net very wrongly in not loving my 
brother, for ho is sujierior to all other men on earth. I can 
declare it, for I have knoM'n him long and I know liim well.’ 
.4nd I’ll bo so eloquent that slio’Il conu' to you of her OAvn 
accord, and hold out her hand with a beautiful curtsoj', and 
say, ‘ Monsieur, you have such an extraordinary little sister 
that I have not beeu able to close my eyes to your mei’it any 
longer. Will you tio uKrtlie favoiu’ to become my husband?’ 
Then you’ll bow to her gracefully, and reply with a thoughtful 
air, ‘J/bn Dicu ! Mademoiselle, as it is to oblige yon, 1 will.’ 
'Then I’U bless you both with an air of solemn protection, aud 
you’U be very happy. Ah f you see you arc laughing. I 
know 1 should end by consoling you.” 

Thereupon, taking the aim of her brother, whose feelings 
could not stand such vivacious communicative gaiety, Suzanne 
led him outside, exclaiming, “ Let ns take a walk round the 
garden ivhile we’re waiting for the wedding I ” 



IV. 

Six -vreets previously, ■wien the* Duo de Bligny aligMcd from 
the train which had brought him from St. Petersburg to 
Paris, ho drove at once to his club. Halving no apartment 
prepared for his reception, and his aunt’s mansion being 
closed, Gaston thought the most practical course was to install 
himself in one of the rooms which a good club always keeps 
ready for the accommodation of its members. He meant to 
remain merely a week or so in Paris; in fact to start for 
Beaulieu as soon as ho had transacted his business at the 
Ministry Of Foreign.Affairs and made a few purchases. 

Nearly a year had elapsed since his last visit to Prance, 
and he had been leading in Eussian society that artificial 
r/e Parmenne which is considered supreme Ion.ion abroad, 
although it resembles the true high life of Paris merely as 
much as a Ehine pebble resembles a'Wisapoor diamond. 

And yet the refined coiTuption of the Slavs had seized hold 
of him, and he had found a groat charm in leading a IHe 
which blended Asiatic languor with European activity. The 
Eussian ladies had captivatedmm by the undulating grace 
and enigmatical charm of thoit beauty. He had been seized 
with a desire to learn the secret of these smiling sphinxes, 
whose eyes were fuU of fascination while their claws were 
full of throats. A handsome fellow, well bred, and bearing 
a famous name, he had been greatly sought after, and by 
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•degrees tlie image of Claire, faithfully engraved as it ■was on 
his heart, faded away as if it ■were but one of those charming 
crayon drawings of Latour, the colours of which grow pale 
with ago. 

I'ax away from Claire, he at -first considered himself in 
exile, and determined to le|d a sober, retired life. But how is 
it possible for a man to cloister -himself when ho is tho 
youngest attache of a French embassy and is gracefully 
courted in all directions ? After a week’s stern retirement, 
Gaston was unable to dispense with attending at one of tho 
ambassador’s receptions, and so he assumed his feto attire 
and made his entry into St. Petersburg society. 

On the very first evening the young. Duke became tho 
favourite of the Eussian aristocracy. His grandfather, after 
emigrating with the Comte d’Artois, had lived in the intima<‘y 
of the Ndsselrodes, the Pahlens, and the Qortschakoffs. 
Bligny was welcomed in the most flattering manner by the 
great personages of tho court, and was even presented to the 
Czar, who treated tho young attache with a favour that is as 
much remarked. This- diidomatist of fivo-and-twouty ac¬ 
quired in a single evening a highly important j)osition, and 
his superiors, far from grudging their subordinate his success, 
only thought of profiting by the influence which ho hud so 
swiftly acquired. 

But although Gaston was an elegant cavalier, and highly 
gifted in social accomplishm^ts, he proved a very inditron ut 
politician. He plunged intSpieasure and neglected intrigue, 
and it was promptly shown that if -St. Petersburg society had 
gained a brilliant recruit, France had not acquired a useful 
servant, fuzzing andr fluttering from flower to flower, the 
Due de Bligny was not the toiling bee absorbed in producing 
honey, but rather the brilliant wasp intent on rapine, with 
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ihis golden corselet sciniillatlng in tlie sunelilno^ In a few 
weeks lie revealed liimself as an intrepid viveur. His admi¬ 
rably temiiered neiwes defied the most crushing fatigue. At 
supper he stood liis ground against tho most renowned 
tipplers, and everybody knows how prodigiously the Eussinns 
drink. At tho Nobleman’s Club ho played a game of bac¬ 
carat which remained legendary, for it lasted threi' days and 
liiglits, during which tho Duke and his adversaries only rose 
from table to recruit their strength with tho necessary 
nourishment. Gaston vanquished his rivals not by his per¬ 
sistent luck, however, but by tlio drowsiness which ultimately 
stretched them out on tho carpet. Tlion he became tho lover 
of fascinating Lucie Tollier, the “star” .of tho French 
company at tho Michael Theatre, and retained his hold on 
her despite all the attempts at corruption of tho most lavishly 
prodigal bojagla^ Ono fine day, however, tired of her 
probably because she remained faithful to him, he was 
pleased to restore her to her Muscovite admirers. 

' Madame do Beaulieu liad guessed rightly. Tho Duk(' was 
the liou of tlio Eussi au w inter season. There were no good 
fetes without lumir lie might have aspired to the hand of 
tlie richest heiress of Ht. I’otersburg, but lie disdained every 
overture that was made to him, and ^or tJiis very reason was 
all the more ardently sought after. 

However, Bligny had tho blood of a hlaje iu hi.s veins, so 
that after six months or so tho life ho led caused liim pro¬ 
digious weariness, and his onlj||^>sourco against spleen was 
the gaming-table. The very fii'st time he luiU tuiceu earUsUr 
his S' gambler to the backbone. 

TMtoIio gambled and with uisolent good luck. It seemed as 
if he were a predestined con<iiieror. Each morning, laden 
with the spoils of his advci-sai-ies, he rctmnod home, feeling 
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an iron circle round his head and with a taste of dust on liis 
^lips. He went to bed as the day broke, the dark overcast 
day, resembling twilight, of Eussian winter-time. Worn out, 
ho slept until the afternoon. Towards four o’clock ho rose, 
and his day began just as the gas-lamps were being lighted 
through the city. He had arranged his existence in a , 
contrary fashion to other peoples’. He lived as it wore 
inversely, for dimiug two jmars he hai’dly evoi’ saw tho sun. 
He was no longer a butterfly, but a moth. His features, 
which wore graceful and delicately diiselled when he left 
home, had now a stern hard outline. Handsome they still 
were, no doubt, but the charm and freshness of youth had 
disappeared, and he wore as it were a viveur’s mask upon his 
face. His dark curly hair was moreover becoming scant}' 
about the temples, and his blue eyes were sunken far under 
his brows. The mad life ho led loft a more distinct mark < 
upon him every day. 

His aunt would have had some difficulty in recognising 
him. He was no longer tho-timid young stripling with a 
gentlo voice w'ho passed his evenings so peacefully between 
tho Marchioness and Claire in tho quiet drawing-room of tho 
old family mansion, l^ademoisello do Beaulieu, who was 
resolute and decided, and of a somewhat masculine nature, 
luid then laughingly called him “ Miss Gaston.” But now 
ho had lost all that graceful pliancy which had made him look 
like a young girl. Ho was a man and a dangerous one. He 
had discovered treasures (Pinnate scepticism in his mind. 
Ho really believed in nothing, and set his good pleasure 
above aught else. .The paternal blood, which tho peaneful 
enjoyments of retired life had momentarily calmed within 
him, had begun to boil again; and tho ardent passionate 
race of tho Bligny’s, w'ho from the reign of Henri III. down- 
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wards, had given the court of France its most dissolute 
mignons, its boldest rapines, its most gallant menins, and most 
debauched roues,* found in his person a worthy representative 
of the ancestral traditions. 

Slight as his figure was, he nevertheless possessed a giant’s 
vigour. He was like one of those lords of former times who 
painted their faces and perfumed their hands; who, rather 
than stoop, bade their pages pick up theii' cup and ball j who 
had themselves carried about in litters to avoid the fatigues of 
horsemanship, and yet who, on days of battle, charged like 
madmen in the tnSUe, with a hundredweight of iron on their 
bodies, and accomplished heroic feats. Gaston would cer¬ 
tainly not have walked a mile with any useful object, but ho 
was a man to go out shooting or hunting for an entire day, to 
fence foil in hand for hours without cessation, so as to weary 
oven those who considered themselves beyond fatigue. 

It was at the gaming-table that he really appeared in all 
his strength. It seemed as if his will sufficed to impel luck 
to his side. He won with unheard-of persistency. The -worst 
“haud.s” became good when dealt to him. The “bank,” of 
wliich short work was made when he attacked it, became 
unconqxrerablo when he held it. During tw'o years indeed 
luck treated him like a spoilt child, and he was uicknamc'd 
“ Lucky Gaston.” Another person would perhaixs have been 
regarded with distrust, but his honesty was too patent for 
him to incur suspicion. 

The remnants of lus patrimlmy, with the resources he 
derived from tho gaming-table, enabled him to live in style. 
He had some marvellous horses, a superb abode, and all tho 
luxurious conofort indispensable to a man living in tho highest 

• The rcadef 'will boar in mind that the inignms, menins^ raffinSst and 
vQuk were more or less the fops and “ mashers ” of other times.—IVan®. 
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society. When he arrived at the Nobleman’s Clnb the game 
assumed a new aspect. Everyone at onco realised tliat the 
engagement would be serious, and that large sums would 
quickly cover the tapis vert. He did not merely confine 
himself to baccarat and lansquenet, but willingly played a 
game of xiiquot as well, his stakes being usually a louis tho 
point, with a hundred others tacked on at the end for luck. 
It was to him that old Narischkine, more than forty times a 
miUionairo, addressed his memorable mot. Gaston had just 
won three thousand louis from him, and he rose from the 
table saying, “Iprefer to go home, for if 1 stayed I should 
end by losing money.” 

After frequenting the performance af the Oxiera House or 
the French Theatre, or on leaving the house whoro he had 
spent the evening, Gaston habitually sprang into his slodgu 
and had himself driven along tho Perspective. Warmly 
enveloped in his furs, he liked to feel the cold night Avind puss 
over his face. His nerves were thus strengtliouod for tho 
game, and ho felt quite fresh when ho reached tho club at 
trvo o’clock in tho morning. Ho found his adversaries already 
excited, and his cool calculating audacity triumxihed over tlii' 
boldest of them. lie remained impassive seated at the gaming¬ 
table, under the buiming light; neither gain nor loss alft'cted 
his coolness. Tho oldest gamblers did not roinembor having 
ever seen such perfect bearing before. He was grave and 
almost disdainful vvhen puerile suxiorstitions revealed them¬ 
selves around him. Ho only counted on himself, and shrugged 
his shoulders when fetishes wore spoken of or displayed. 

Although ho ^as. scarcely of a passionate nature, and too 
deeply egotistical to love, he nevertheless had several lonnes 
fortunes. The fact is, he behaved generously, and by no means 
drove the beauties who smiled on him to despair. Ho 
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detested tears, and ^8 anxious not to grieve any one for fear 
of tlio lamentations and roproaelies that would follow. Only 
on ouo occasion did ho really fancy that he was seriously 
enamoured, but subsequent events showed that ho had flat¬ 
tered himself. One of the greatest ladies of the Eussian 
aristocracj', the Countess Woresetf, famous for her emeralds 
and her golden hair, fell in love with him. Closely watched 
by her husband, who was exceedingly jealous of her, the 
beautiful Countess was unable to wiite to Gaston or to see 
him otherwise than in society. At the first moment Gaston, 
who seemed quite smitten, almost forgot the gaming-tables, 
lie sedulously followed the Countess about to social gather¬ 
ings, waltzing with her under her husband’s jealous glance, 
but unable to devise ah expedient for a private meeting. 

At last, wdth the view of deceiving the husband, Gaston 
pretended to start for Moscow. He disappeared for a couple 
of days, and secretly returned homo. The Count, who felt 
roassmed, thereupon relaxed liis wakefulness, and the Countess 
was able to meet her lover on thi’ee occasiobs. She left her 
carriage before the front entrance of Saint Alexis, entered tho 
church, and leaving it by a side door, tripped lightly away to 
the rendezvous. The third time, however, an alarm was 
raised by her footman, who having stealthily followed her, 
hastened to warn the Count. Tho latter arrived in a fury at 
Bligny’s residence, but he was obliged to i)arley with the 
Duke’s valet, a Parsian as wily as Mascarille; and in tho 
meninvhile tho Countess, who wms half crazy, implored Gaston 
to find her some means of escape. It was in this emergency 
that tho yoiuig man’s nervous vigour fidlj^ revealed itself. 
His bathroom, on tho ground-floor, looked on to tho court¬ 
yard of an adjoining house, but tho window wms protected 
with iron,bars. Uow'ever, by a iiowcrful eft’ort of his dis- 
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tended muscles, Gaston instantly tore one of them down, and 
Madamo Woreseff was able to pass through and escape. A 
few seconds later, when the Count was introduced into the 
presence of Bligny, who had assumed a peaceful, smiling 
look, ho discovered nothing to justify his suspicions, and was 
obliged to withdraw and apologise. 

The Count devoured his rage in silence, and contrived to 
show a calm face to his wife. But a skilful inquiry strength¬ 
ened his conviction, and he determined to compel the Duke to 
fight him. He weit to the duh, and took the “bank’*.at 
the baccarat table. The cards being exhausted, Gaston had 
just cut a fresh pack, when the Count rudely declined to go on 
with the game. The Duke coldly asked him for an explana¬ 
tion, but he refused to give any, ani a provocation followed. 

Woreseff’s conduct was unanimously blamed, but the result 
ho sought for was attained. The duel took place on the 
morrow, in a little wood of birch-trees. It was a fine frosty 
morning. The conditions wore, pistols, twenty paces, fire at 
wiU. Gaston, who by no moans cared to lose his life, showed 
no generosity whatever to his mistress’s husband. As soon 
as the seconds gave the signal he fired, lodging a bullet in his 
adversary’s stomach. The OoxBut sank on the enow, which 
was tinted with his blood, but rising on one knee with fero¬ 
cious energy, he calmly aimed at Bligny. However, the 
weakness caused by the loss of blood made his hand tremble, 
and the ball only slightly wounded the Duke’s shoulder. 

The Count survived his tcmblo wound. As for Gaston, six 
weeks afterwards he had resumed his usual life. Singular to 
state, howevory Count 'WoreseflE’s bullet seemed to have killed 
the yoimg Duke’s extraordinary luck. Was it the loss of blood 
that had deranged the happy equilibrium of his faculties; or, 
favoured so fur, had Gaston ended by wearying Fortune ? At 
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all events, from that day forward he ceased to ho on good 
terms with her. Indeed, ho lost incessantly. I^s superb 
as.suranee departed from him, and he came to know’ the 
anxieties of,the gambler who scents a bad card. Ho no 
longer flung his money on the table with a conqueror’s 
self-confidence, nor looked down upon his adversaries from 
tho height of his imperturbable serenity. He frequently 
turned pale now. His fingers nervously beat a tremulous 
march on the edge of the table. His eyes darkened and 
retreated under his brows, and his white teeth were for 
ever gnawing his lips. He had moments of weakness and 
depression. His perfect bearing of other times was gone, and 
ho would leave the gaming-table at daybreak with his hair 
disarranged, his necktie awry, and his shirtfront creased and 
soiled by contact with the green table-covers. 

He thus descended one by one the steps of 
which ho had climbed so triumphantly.- Much 
ho had won at cards was dissipated, moreover, w'ith frightfid 
rapidity, and at last the Duke became embarfassed. He had 
to nogociato loans—a sure sign of coming ruin. This 
necessity of applying to others for help made him realise his 
falh'u position, and greatly affected him. jb’ormej-ly ho had 
enjoyed delicious sensations as the sovereign of this world of 
Luck had raised him above all his companions, 
lie was then treated as a master, and was proud of his 
supremacy. Hut in an instant his pedestal gave way. On tho 
day ho no longer won ho ceased to exist for these gamblers. 
No hush now attended his arrival at the dub. Ho merely 
gleaned a few shakes of the hand here and there, but no one 
turned aside from his game. He remained isolated in the 
midst of groups of people who treated him with indifference, 
for they had ceased to fear him. 


the capltdjgp 
of Hie money 
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Never, however, had his passion for gamhling been so 
intense ifc in this difficult emergency. He attacked with 
blind frenzy, instead of calmly calculating his play. In a 
single night he would lose or win enormous sums. He was 
no longer the skilled horseman who guides his steed at will^ 
but rather the reckless.rider, carried away at a furious gallop 
by a horse he does not seek to control—^the rider who has 
more chances of breaking his neck than of ever reaching the 
goal. And in point of fact he did not reach tho goal. 
Besides, casual returns of luck wore useless; ho did not 
know how to profit by them. He plunged on like a madman, 
and speedily lost whatever he "fron. 

A disaster seemed inevitable when his ambassador saved 
him, by entrusting him with a mission for the Government in 
Paris. Gaston’s duel with Count Woreseff had caused a very 
bad impression, and tho ambassador thought it advisable that 
his attache should absent himself for some little time. Accord¬ 
ingly he gave him throe months’ leave. Bligny had not asked 
for tliis mission, for in doing so he would have looked like a 
combatant anxious to forsake the fray, but upon its being 
offered him he joyfully accepted it. He felt that he was 
“used up” at St. Petersburg, and he was anxious to dis¬ 
appear, think over the situation, and decide on a plan of 
future conduct. 

Of all his previous winnings, which had once formed a 
seemingly inexhaustible treasure, there now only remained to 
him some fifty thousand francs in hard cash, and with poverty 
his ideas suddenly underwent a change. In the disorderly 
fast Hfo he had been leading he had lost all remembrance of 
Claire; but now he began to tiiink of his betrothed again. 
In a delightful mirage, as it were, he seemed to see the calm, 
quiet drawing-room of tho Beaulieu mansion. Claire was 



7a 


THR ironmaster; 


working by tlio soft lamplight, and as sho leant over her 
embroidery her beautiful fair hair sparldod withJihe efful¬ 
gence of gold. She was patiently waiting for him, sighing, 
perhaps; and at the thought he began to love her again, 
and swore he would for ever renounce the feverish life to 
1 which ho was indebted for so many bitter joys and so many 
cruel cares. He reflected that if he had dissipated the rem¬ 
nants of a fortune which his father had bequeathed to him, 
Mademoiselle de Beaulieu was wealthy, and that with the 
hundred thousand francs a year which her dowry represented, 
a young household might yet figure presentably. life was 
far from being as expensive-in Paris as at St. Petersburg, 
and, besides, the time of folly was over. They would remain 
for six months in the year on their estates in the country, and 
devote the larger part of their income to living in proper stylo 
in the capital during the winter. 

The Duke imbued himself with these ideas, and felt as 
if he had become good and tender-hearted again. He found 
himself another man, and derived delicious enjoyment from 
this return to the first dreams of his youth. All the way back 
to France he built up charming projects for the future, and, 
when the train at last drew up under tho glass roof of the 
Northern railway station in Paris, he sprang eagerly on to 
tho platform, joyfuUy setting foot onco more in the city 
which his heart and his mind had forgotten so long and so 
grievously. 

It was evening, and he took a childish pleasure in following 
from the windows of his cab the long vista of the Eue 
Lafayette, dotted with innumerable gas-lamps. The motion 
and tq^moil of the groat city powerfully impressed him. The 
passers-by seemed gifted with peculiar vivacity and gaiety. 
The streets were full of noise. Where the Faubourg Mont- 
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laartro crossed the Eue Lafaj'otte lio oncountorcd a block of 
vcliiclos. if he driycrs roaghly jeorod and snarled at one 
another, and pedestrians, eager to pass, glided under the very 
heads of the horses. At last the cab started off again, skirted 
the wall of brown freestone which encloses the gardens of the 
Eothschild mansion, turned up the Eue du Helder, and then, 
all on a sudden, the Duke found himself on the Boulevard. 

The beating of his heart quickened. A number of equi¬ 
pages, bound for the Opera, were filing by. Women in 
elegant opera cloaks, with lace scarfs over thoir heads, sat 
back in the roomy landaus. The intermittent flamos of tho 
Jablosohkoff electric-lamps, whilst shedding a pale light on tho 
f aQade of tho theatre, pierced with dark apertures, lent a gleam 
to the helmets of the municipal guards on horseback, who, 
shrouded in thoir cloaks, remained as motionless as statues in 
tho centre of the Place. Here, where so many streets and tho 
Boulevard meet, the trafifio and tho turmoil wore enormous. 
Tho shop-fronts blazed out in the darkness, tho foot-pave¬ 
ments were black with promenaders. ’Twas tlie magic picture 
of Paris by night displayed in all its powerful splendour. 

The cab turned into the Eue de la Prix, and a few minutes 
later Gaston alighted at tho door of his club, fooling some¬ 
what giddy; he still seemed to hear the irritating rumble of 
the train, and his eyes wore dazed by the light. Tired out, 
he went up-stairs to the room prepared for him, and slept 
without waking till the following morning. 

The Duke had not been absent from Paris sufiicientlj’- long 
to lose his boulev ardian habits, and he felt quite at homo 
when ho set foot on the asnhalte once more. His flashy 
Eussian varnish immediately molted away, and ho felt liimself 
a Parisian again from head to foot. For a couple of days, 
however, he yielded to the fascination of the city. Ho strolled 
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up the Champs Elysce and promenaded in the Bois; he 
lounged at the Hotel Drouot, sauntered from the Madeleine 
to the Boulevard Montmartre, delighted to shake hands with 
the friends ho met and raise his hat to his acquaintances. Ho 
patronised the little theatres, leaning back with a delightful 
6en8a,tion of beatitude on the narrow, badly-stuffed stalls. 
Ho looked even on idiotic pieces as exquisite, and the content 
wiiich filled him was ever overfiowing in admiration. The 
fact is, he had, so to speak, regained his liberty since leaving 
Eussia. He was like a ticket-of-leave man who has placed 
himself beyond surveillance, like a convict escaped from the 
p cnitpntiary . He was free now, and he breathed again.' ■ 

, His business at the Foreign Office was concluded in three 
days, and ho decided he would leave Paris at the end of the 
week. Ho knew ,ibat Claire and the Marchioness were at 
Beaulieu, and he wished to surprise them. He pictured thok 
astonishment, and seemed to hear their joyful exclamations. 
For nothing in the world would he have renounced the pleasure 
of coming upon them unawares. 

He strolled one day up the Hue de la Paix to purchase of 
Bassot, the family jeweller, an admirable betrothal ring—a 
largo sapphire surrounded by brilliants, and set with rare 
l)crfection. He saw himself offering the white velvet ease to 
Clairo; and she opened it, smiliug softly, and handed him the 
golden circlet, so that he might himself slip it over her tapering 
finger, tijiped with a rosy nail. Then it would be realty decided 
that he should bo her husband; the ring would be the first 
link in the chain that was to unite them. 

As the Duke returned from the theatre on the eve of his 
departure, he found the club far more animated than usual, 
and on inquiring he learnt that all the movement, the display, 
and the illumipation were caused by a theatrical performanca 
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wtieli ■iras to be given in the Salle des Ffites. A distinguished 
audience had assembled to -witness L'Education de la Frin- 
cesse, a two-act operetta, due to the collaboration of two 
talented amateurs—the Duo de Feras for the words, and M. 
Jules Tr61an for the Hj^sic. The display of vocal and histrionic 
talont promised to be remarkable. Baron, of the Vari6t6s, 
lent his innate distinction to the rdle of the Grand Chamber- 
lain ; Daubray, of the Palais Eoyal Theatre, figured as that 
questionable personage the .Chevalier Alphonse do Koufla- 
quetto; Saint-Germain, of the Gymnase, had consented, for 
that occasion only, to reveaP himself as a great vocalist in 
the part of Popinster; young Baron Tresorier, a momber of 
the club who possessed a charming tenorino voice, had been 
entrusted with the rdle of Triolet; Madame Judio appeared as 
the Princess Hortensia; and Suzanne Lagier as the Queen- 
mttther. 

A formidable success was expected. The footmen on duty 
hardly know which way to turn, for every one arrived at the 
same moment in order to secure good places. From tho vast 
vestibule, adorned with Lotus Quatorze tapestry, there came 
a murmur of voices and a rustling of dresses smoothed by 
dainty hands, with puffs of warm air saturated with the scent 
of powder d lajmrecJiale. 

Instead of going up-stairs to bed, the Duke handed his over¬ 
coat to an attendant, and flattening his crush-hat entered tho 
Salle des Fetes. jAn apparently futile circumstance often 
modifies a man’s destiny, but Bligny, in going to witness 
the perfonnanoe of E’Education de la Frineem, certainly had 
no idea of the great change he was about to effect^ in his 
future. 

The Salle des Fetes was brilliant with illumination. There 
was already a lai-ge audience seated in comfortable rows of 
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cliairs. Saliu, velvet, gauze, and silk, and'tho wliolo scale of 
vivid (‘C'loiu’s, with beautiful fair shoulders rospleudeiit in their 
alabaster whiteness, were all here. The flutter of fans lent 
a wiiiglike motion to the assemblage. A siibdued buzz of 
conversation arose from time to time when some well-known 
personage entered the haU, at the end of which was the silent 
stage, concealed from view by its rod curtain. 

The Duke walked towards a group of gentlemen in evening 
dross, among whom he'recognised several friends. Maitre 
Escando, a youn^f notary, heir of a millionaire family, and 
who had but recently been invested with his legal functions, 
was superbly attitudinising in the coptre of the tlu-ong. He 
was dressed with irreproachable elegance, and was speaking 
with an important air, but as he caught sight of Bligny his 
tongue seemed to cleave to his palate, and he remained with 
open mouth gazing half stupefied at the Duke,' who approached 
with a smiling face. A moment’s silence followed, only broken 
by tho exclamation, “ Oh! what a pity! ” raised in a com¬ 
passionate tone by a tall bald-headed man, wearing a dress- 
coat tho cut of which plainly indicated that its owner was 
some retired merchant. This individual had a very red face, 
and very largo ears surmounted by tufts of yellowish hair. 
His nock was imimsonod in a tall white cravat, and his shirt- 
front was adorned with diamond studs, while on his feet he 
wore a pair of polished leather shoos, cut low in front so as to. 
disclose a strip of his white cotton socks. 

Bligny had reached tlie group, and after shaking hands 
with his friends he remained waiting, puzzling his mind as to 
the cause of this extremely eloquent silence. He was about 
to ask what the matter was, and why his presence made every 
one else seem so uncomfortable, wdien the old man with the 
diamond studs, leaning towards one of Gaston’s friends, asked 



OB, MTT? AND BBIOE. 


83 


in an nndor tone, but loud enough to be ororboard, so that a 
refusal would bo out of the question, " Pray introduce me to 
the Duke! ” 

- The individual he had spoken to turned towards Gaston 
with an air of mingled annoyance and surprise, as much as to 
say, “What strange fancy has come over this old boro”? 
However, as there was no help for it, he resignedly ex¬ 
claimed, “ My dear Duke, Monsieur Moulinot.” 

“ Manufacturer,” quickly added the man with the diamond 
studs, “formerly judge of the Tribunal of Commerce.” And 
then, taking hold of Gaston’s hand; ho resumed, with a defe¬ 
rential air, “I have tha honour of knowing your family. 
Monsieur le Due. Mademoiselle Moulinet, my daughter, was 
educated at the same convent as MademoisoUo do Beaulieu, 
your cousin. Yes, monsieur, at the ‘ Sacred Heart,’ the first 
educational establishment in Paris. But then I was never 
niggardly with Athenais. I have always thought that the 
best things were not good enough for her. Ah! 1 bog you to 
believe that I deeply regret the sad news-” 

Por a moment or so Maitro Eseande, the young notary, had 
been wriggling in tho most singular fashion, at the risk of 
crumpling his shirt-front or disarranging the artistic bow of 
his cravat. His arms moved like s emanh ores. he stamped 
impatiently, and coughed “ hem, hem ” almost without cessa¬ 
tion. But Moulinet was either too well launched to stop, or 
else he was determined not to heed the notary’s gesticulations, 
as what subsequently happened would seem to show. At all 
events, he still continued pouring forth his compliments of 
condolence. 

“Excuse mo,” said the Duke, knitting his brow, “but I 
don’t quite understand. You are speaking, monsieur, of some 
sad news which seems to touch my family, and especially 
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Jradomoisolle do Beaulieu. I tavo no notion what you mean. 
Pray bo more explicit.” 

Maitro Escande seemed greatly worried, and as Moulinot 
remained silent with downcast eyes, the young notary gathered 
up his courage, and approaching Bligny said, in a solemn 
tone, “ Mo n^Dieu, my dear Duke, I am sorry you should learn 
wliat Monsieur Moulinot has been alluding to this evening, 
and in a place liko this, so imfitted for the communication of 
such news. But as you would certainly be .apprised of it 
to-morrow, there is perhaps no reason why you shoxild not be 
enlightened on the spot.'* WoU, when you came in, I was 
telling those gentlemen" that when I wiSsin London a couple 
of days ago I learnt that the lawsuit commenced by the late 
Marquis de Beaulieu, and continued by his heirs, had just 
been lost by them beyond power of appeal.”, 

This uuo.xpeeted revelation made the Duke turn p.ale. The 
loss of this lawsuit, in the success of which Madame de Beau¬ 
lieu had placed such hopes, meant that Claire was ruined. 
However, Gaston spiado an effort, and mastering his emotion 
liaughtily rejoinpd,‘*'1 must say I am astonished at the readi¬ 
ness with which'ytou communicated matters interesting the 
Beaulieu family to these gentlemen. I did not tliink that the 
affaii's of my relatives, were of a nature to seiwe as gossip 
and tittle-tatllo for unconcerned idlers. I should feel obliged 
if you M'ould show yourself rather more circumspect in the 
future.” V 

On healing tliis the young notary became extremely pale, 
and a number of little wrinkles, caused by.the agitated state 
of his nerves, overspread his puffy face. lie shook his head 
and breathed hard, and then in a wounded tone began, “ But, 
my dear Duke, pray don’t think—” 

“ I think, what is proper,” interrupted Bligny curtly, and 
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alter taldng tlie notary’s measuro mtli a glance ho slonly 
walked away, followed by his friends in silence. 

Monlinot and Escande had remained together, and for a 
moment they looked at each other without speaking. But at 
last, with a smile which strangely resembled a grimace, the 
manufacturer exclaimed, “ Quick-blooded men, these Blignys! 
You were speedily silenced, eh! my dear maitre ? And I had 
my own share in it too. But no matter, fine blood and no 
mistake. He’s ruined, isn’t he f ” ———— ' 

'’^^Tjuined! I should think so,” said the notary with disdain. 

" And yet he plays the high and mighty lord, lays down the 
law, and gives lesson^-” 

“ Quito so. Do you see, my dear fellow, in spite of revolu- 
tion.s, wo shall never be these folks’ equals. Why, even this 
ruined Duke will be an advantageous husband for a wealthy 
girl.” 

Three solemn raps, resounding at intervals on the stage, 
intorruijted their conversation. Escande and Moulinet sat 
down. The Duke had found a vacant place some little dis¬ 
tance off. The orchestra struck up thoioverturo, and the har¬ 
monious melody of a biilliant w'altz export, led with delightful 
rhythm. Although Bligny seemed attentive, ho was in reality 
seriously reflecting. Claire’s ruin was a thunderbolt calcu¬ 
lated to wreck his future. He was betrothed to Madcmoisollo 
de Beaulieu, and she was now poor. To Gaston’s praise, it 
must be admitted that he did not once think of repudiating 
his engagements. The idea that he might marry some other 
woman never occurred to him. He considered himself abso¬ 
lutely bound. The white velvet case, stamped wdth the 
coupled escutch eons o f Bligny and Beaulieu, and containing 
the betrothal mg, was in his pocket near his heart; but ho was 
far more surely bound by his word than by the golden circlet. 
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And yot Oliiiro’s ruin meant impoTOrislied circumstances 
for life. II 0 would Lave to shut himself up in some country 
cliiitoau, and,vegetate like a bearish gentleman farmer, never 
' inviting a friend for fear of the expense a visit would entail. 
Por handsome, fascinating, courted Gaston this implied burial 
in the heydoy of hfe. He bitterly regretted having dissipated 
the enormous sums ho had won at play. However tainted 
the soui'ce that money had been derived from, it was money 
BtiU; and life without money in this i)Ositive century, when 
men are only estimated at their 2 )ecuniary value, was not life 
at all. Then ho felt touched on thinking of the grief Claire 
and her mother would feel when they learned tlie fatal news. 
They wore still ignorant of it, no doubt, since that fool Escando 
had just brought it fresh from England. Gaston would have 
liked to expedite his journey, so as to be sooner by the sido 
of these jwor women, and soften the blow and console them. 

Meanwhile the curtain had risen, revealing a gay and 
smiling scene. A band of reapers of either sex ajipeared in a 
sunshiny landscape, and to a rattling hourrie* tune they sang 
at the top of their voices— 

“ Sing, protty tnnida, 

Reap, handsome swains, 

Your sickles raise 
To the gay refrains! ” 

Feeble as the words were, they seemed to inspire the Duke 
with a fresh strain of thought. Ho j)ictured himself with 
Claire at Beaulieu under the blue sky. The reapers were 
siiiging among the corn, and sultry heat rose from the ground. 
A sousation of delightfid languor stole over him. In the 
company of her ho loved ho folt sujjromoly happy, and gave 
no thought to poverty. It scorned such jwofound calm, sucli 
• The bourrCe is the popular dance of Auvergne.—• 
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sweet peacefulness after the storms of his short life as a viveur ! 
He enjoyed it tluJroughly, and in the modest cu’cumstauces to 
which Claire’s ruin condemned him ho divined cajitivating 
delight such as he had never before known. 

On the stage the performance was progressing, and the 
Chevalier Alphonse de Eouflaqnette was singing his grand 
duo with the Princess. Judic’s mellow, caressing voice was 
murmuring with passionate ardour— 

“ Oh! come! I renounce all my grandonr for thec, 

Let's Oy from my court, and my palace forsake I 

Wliereupon Daubray, curling his “knockers,” res 2 >onded with 
a killing glance— 

“ Nay, grandeur and love rightly mated may he j 
So keep all your wealth and your power for me, 

Ay, keep them for Alphonse’s sake! ” 

The favourite artiste crowned .his phrase with a vocal flourish 
W'hich elicited thunders of ajudauso. ludced the Education 
de la Princesse announced itself as a great succoss, and tho 
lessee of the Variotes, who looked very much abserrhod, was 
thinking of trying this little “machine’ * at his own place 
during tho ensuing winter. 

In the meanwhile Moulinet leant back in his chair and 
nodded his head hko a hear listening to a flute player. Ho 
had no inclination to follow tlio adventures of tlie Princess 
Hortensia. lie was far more interested in another priucoss— 
his daughter, the raven-haired Athonais. Ho saw her again 
as she was at tho convent, a little girl wearing ill-made shoos 

• In French theatrical parlance an opera, an operettn, a •eavderiUe, a 
tragedy, a drama, or a comedy is inv-ariably styled a “ in.'ndiine."’ Mr. 
Grenville Jluriay has humourously noted this in liis “High Life in 
Fainou.”—yrans. 
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and a dross too short for her, with red hands, a plain, shape* 
less faoo, and an angular, gawty figure, as yet undeveloped. 
She came to the parlour in the midst of her elegantly attired 
companions, who looked down on her disdainfully. Ilo Avas 
not a rich man in those days, old Moulinet; he had not then 
founded his great chocolate works at Villopinte, nor invented 
those prospectuses on blue paper, couched in a travelling 
dentist’s style, which had since made his products known 
even in the smallest villages of Erance.' He was, in fact, 
simply a wholesale dealer in “colonial produce,” and the 
noble mothers of AthenaiVs companions did not conceal their 
astonishment that this grocer’s daughter should have been 
admitted as a boarder to the convent. He had heard all about 
the little class-room intrigues. He knew how arrogantly tho 
other girls had treated his daughter, and he recollected that 
it was proud Mademoiselle de Beaulieu who had led tho coterie 
of the nobles, as it was called. 

How many times, indeed, ho hacf heard Athennis speak 
angi-ily of her enemy—swearing with tears in her eyes that 
she Avould be revenged. And vengeance had come, Avithout 
need of being prepared. Atlrenais Moulinet Avas now one of 
tho richest heiresses in Paris, while proud Claire de Beaulieu 
was doAvcrloss. The grocer’s daughter, habituated to luxury, 
dressed by AVorth, and with her hair becomingly arranged, 
had lost all her w hilom gawkiness, become transformed as it 
were; and illumined by an aureole of millions, she was consi¬ 
dered to be one of the best-looking girls of the upper middle- 
class. The Marchioness’s daugl^ter, clad in a simide wooUen 
dress, would haije to live in the provinces, disappear into 
obscurity, and perhaps—^who knew?—she might even miss 
the marriage so long prepared for her. 

The Duo de Bligny, such a brilliant nobleman, bearing 
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such a beautiful name! Often, when tbe young Duke came 
witb iis aunt, tbe Marchioness, to visit Claire at the convent, 
AthenaVs had turned pale vrith rage on seeing them side by 
side. She divined that they were intended for each other. 
Claire would become a duchess, whilst she, Ath^nais, would 
many some notary, an Escande, or a tradesman like her 
father, and boar her husband sons and daughters destined to 
be humiliated and looked down upon. 

At this thought a proud smile came over Moulinet’s face. 
Ho leant back farther still, and thrusting his hand into one of 
his pockets, jingled some silver coins. “And why should 
that be ? ” he muttered. “ Don’t my means allow mo to buy 
her any liusband she pleases ? ” So saying, he turned round 
with a grave expression on his face, and, gazing at the elegant 
assemblage, seemed to be seeking for the son-in-law who 
would best please him. Standing on the pedestal of his; 
millions nothing appeared impossible to him. Who would 
be audacious enough*to refuse Athonai's, holding a blank 
cheque in her hand ? A count or a marquis ? What sum 
would buy him ? He had only to name his figure. Moulinet 
could give his daughter a million of fiv^ncs, or ten millions if 
he pleased. To auction, the husband! The father was rich I 
enough to buy his daughter a prince! 

As he followed this train of thought his glance became bold 
and almost threatening; it strayed vaguely over all these 
unknown faces, and at last fell on Bligny. The young man 
looked gloomy, and Moulinet said to himself, “ He is think¬ 
ing of his cousin.” The chocolate manufacturer felt greatly 
irritated at this idea, but why ? What were these confused 
fancies stealing over him ? He could not explain them him¬ 
self, and yet the semblance of a project was already dawning 
in his mind. 
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At tliis niomoiit tlioro was a gi-oat stir in the hall. Tho 
curtain had just fallen on tho finish of the first act, and in the 
midst of the apidause and the calls for various performers, 
the Duke had risen, accompanied by his friends, and was 
walking with an indifferent air towards tho door. For a 
moment Moulinet remained watching liiin, half uiidocidod, 
and then suddenly leaving his seat ho started off in the same 
direction as Bligny. 

Tho feto had by no means interrupted the gambling on the 
second floor. The rooms reserved for play wore well-nigh as 
quiet as usual; the refrains of tho operetta being wafted 
merely as a vague murmur to the ears of the gamblers. 
Nothing had been able to turn them from their customary 
l)astime. They knew th 5 ,t something very amusing was being 
perfonned down-stairs, but what did they care for it ? Their 
pleasure was hero, on this horse-shoe table, -under tho burning 
gas which heated their brains. On tho floor below, elegant 
and beautiful women, sweet scented arid arranged in bewitch¬ 
ing toilettes, were grouped together like bouquets of flowers. 
Tho gamblers gave them no thought, however. They found 
tho Queen of Spades and the Queen of Ilearts a htmdred 
times more attractive; and, insensible to the charms of tho 
fete, deaf to the voices of tho singers and the joj-ous strains 
of the orchestra, they remained up-stairs in a heavy, enervating 
atmosphere, flinging their money on the tapis vert. 

As tho Duke listlessly strolled about without aim or pur¬ 
pose, he unwittingly reached the card-rooms. Was it Fate that 
brought him once more, after all his fine resolutions, to tho 
edge of the gaming table? At all events, as the banker 
exclaimed: “ Gentlemen, make your game,” Gaston drew a 
thousand finuc note from his pocket and carelessly flung it on 
tlic table. Ho won. “ Dear me! ” he exclaimed with no Httlo 
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surprise, for Fortune now seldom favoured him, and curious 
to ascertain if liis luck would last, lie installed himself in a 
vacant chair. At that same moment Mouliuet outored the 
card-room. It was the first time he had ever set foot there, 
lie hold all games of chance in horror on principle; and if 
ever ho touched a card it wm only in view of conquering luck , 
by skill. He thus willingly jdayed at bo^ique. As for X- 
whist it was above his comprehension. HoWvor, ho now 
approached the baccarat table, and on perceiving that Gaston 
had left his hundred louis on the tapis, ho gravely laid 
a ten franc piece beside them. Plainly enough Moulinot 
was anxious to have an opportunity of watching the Duke, 
and, desirous of avoiding apparent indiscretion, ho secured 
this opportunity by risking a trifle on his own account. The 
chocolate manufacturer bcHeved in usefid concessions on 
matters of principle. 

The game continued, but luck had changed. It seemed as 
if the virtuous manufacturer’s ten francs had broken the 
charm. Bligny, pale with rage, and again mastered by his 
passion, furiously produced his lost bank notes, whilst Mouli- 
net, who disdained winning, placidly continued staking a ten 
franc piece. At daybreak, when the game ceased for want of 
players, the Duke had last some forty thousand francs. Mou- 
linet, sufficiently edified as to tho fa,to of Madomoisello do 
Beaulieu’s betrothed, had long since boon peacefully snoring 
in his superb mansion on the Boulevard Maloshorbes. 

At the hour when Gaston ought to have taken tho train for 
Beaulieu he went up-stairs into his bedroom, feeling fever¬ 
ishly enervated. Leaning on tho rail in front of the open 
window, he watched tho matutinal street sweepers already at 
.work in tho Eue de la Paix. The clear sky was tinted with 
the roseate flush of Aurora, and the fresh air speedily revived 
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hiin. “ I was very foolish'last night,” he muttered to him¬ 
self, “ hut I’ll start this evening. To the douce with bacca¬ 
rat ! ” He thereupon changed his clothes, wont down-stairs, 
hailod a cab, and gave orders to be driven to the Bois de 
Boulo^o. In the evening, however, he failed to start for 
Beaulieu. He repaired to the gaming table again. 

hloanwhile, Claire, strong in her confidence and unchanging 
in lier love, was waiting for the-return of her betrothed. 



V. 

Os' the evening of the day ■when BacheKn caiuo to Beouliou 
■with the sad news that the lawsuit had been losi, and that 
Gaston was sojourning in Paris, the Marchioness, still griev¬ 
ously affected by those hard blows, sat meditating in her cosy 
arm-chair in the grand drawing-room facing tho terrace. 
She was deeply absorbed, and the expression of her counto- 
nanco indicated that her thoughts were painful ones. How¬ 
ever, she was roused from her sorro'wful reverie by her son 
abruptly entering tho room. She started on pcrcoiving him, 
and gave him an anxious look as if she had expected some 
fresh misfortune, but noting the calm expression of his eyes 
and tho (^uiot smilo on his lips, she heaved a sigh of relief and 
asked: ‘ ‘ What is tho matter ? ’ ’ 

“Oiu’ cousins, the Prefouts, are arriving, mother,” the 
young man answered. “ Tho carriage has just passed tlirough 
tho gates arid is coming uj) tho avenue.” 

Bi the stillness of the evening, the noise of wheels grating 
on tho gravel -was distinctly audible, and tho Marchioness at 
once rose. Always chilly, she covered her head -with a laco 
scarf, aud wrapped her shawl around her. Then, crossing 
tho broad pavod vestibule, hung with old figured tape.stry, 
and adorned with cabinets in carved pear-wood, sbe advanced 
to tho stops, in front of which tho carriage had just drawn up, 
after artistically whisking round tho sweep. A laugliiiig face, 
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crowned by a toque triiamod with the plumage of the Iqj^o- 
phorus, pco 2 »od out of the window. A gloved hand was 
waved excitedly, and a full fresh voice exchumed: “ Good 
day, good day, all of you! ” • 

The young Marquis had already reached the vehicle. A 
hurricane of silk swept out; a dainty bronze-leather boot, 
surmounted by a grey silk stocking, showing.a well-shaped 
ankle io advantage, was poised for one moment on the 
earriago stc]); and then the Daronne de Prefont in person 
darted into the klarehioness’s arms, embracing her and jerkily 
exclaiming: “All! my dear aunt! Hotv i>loased I am! 

Ah! my good aunt!' How long it is- And you, my dear 

friends ? ” 

Thereupon she lovingly tlirow herself into the arms of 
krademoisello do Beaulieu, intermingling vivacious exclama¬ 
tions with ailoclionale caresses : “ My dear Claire! It seems 
a century since I saw you! ” Next sho unhesitatingly passed 
to Octave, allowing him to kiss her on both cheeks; after 
which sho shook hands with liim in the English style—laugh¬ 
ing all tlu! while, making her dress rustle w'ith her sjirightly 
movements, pausing every now and then in her cries of satis¬ 
faction so as to regain breath, and taking tlio whole chateau 
and its iiimalos by storm with her affectionate, overflowing 
joy. All oil a sudden, however, she became serious, and 
eagerly asked; “ Ah! good gracious mo, what has become of 
myhusband?” And looking anxiously around her sho added: 

“ Have I lost him already ? ” 

“Hero I am, dear,” answered a soft-voice; “I was 
patiently waiting for the end of your effusions to pay my 
respects in my funi.” At the same moment a young man of 
thirty or thereabouts, dressed in a sobor-looking travelling 
suit, with.a courier-bag hanging at his side, stepped forward, 
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and with quiet, smiling politeness approached the Marchioness 
and Claire. 

“Well, well, pay your respects,” petulantly exclaimed the 
Baroness. “ There that’ll do. Now pray go and seo after 
Biggago- Bo particulady careful about my largo black 
bonnet-box. 1 hold you responsible for it on your head.” 

“Yes, deal',”^replied the BaroU quietly, and, turning to 
Octave, who had approached to shake hands; “nineteen 
trunks and boxes, my dear fellow,” he added with a smile of 
rosignation. “Six hundredweight of extra luggage! I 
really believe my wife carries artilleiy about with her.” 

As the ladies now entei-ed the drawing-roopi the Baroness 
leant towards Madame de Beaulieu, and, raising her eyes 
above, hurriedly whispered : “Ah! my dear aunt, what a 
deal we have to tell each other.” Then pressing the Mar¬ 
chioness’s hand with emotion : “ You know that w’o lovo you, 
and that nothing that concerns you can bo regarded with 
indifference by us-” 

Madame do Beaulieu glancod at Claire, Avho had already 
pricked up her ears and become attentive, perceiving which 
tlie Baroness resumed: “Yes, I Icnow. However, my husband 
will teU you everything.” Then darting up to Claire she 
observed, as though seeking to efface the effect of her impru¬ 
dent words, “You know W'© are going to Switzerland, dear? 
But we did not like to pass so near Beaulieu witlrout coming 
to see you. Wo shall remain here for a few days and then 
start off by road. We shall reach Switzerland by the pass of 
Verrieres. Ah! our poor army of tho East! The Baron was 
wounded at Jorrx in the last combat between our rearguard 

and that terrible Werder’s men- So, 3 -ou understand, it’s a 

pilgrimage for me. My husband behaved like a hero!-Of 

the two hundred men his comirany counted—poor, suffering, 
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frost-Mtlen fellows—tliere were only eighty left after the 

engagement. And they didn’t decorate him!- It’s trfio 

wo are Legitimists- Ah! what an abominable government, 

my friends! And, hereabouts, do folks think that Gambetta 
will consent to become prime minister ? ” 

Thus did the little Baroness rattle on, smiling and animated, 
us talkative as a parrot, at one mement even dramatic, but 
passing swiftly from one subject to the other, regardless of 
all iransifion, although she employed a surprising variety of 
language.* 8ho seemed, as it were, a living kaleid oscope, 
instanlly changiug in aspect and olToot. The Marchioness 
iind Cluiro became astonished and bewildered as they listejjpd 
to her. In the quiet calm of their country life they had 
grown grave and thoughtful, and the animation of this noisy, 
tllry Paiisionne imparted a sensation of vertigo. 

"WTlhout wailing for any answer to*Eer question the 
Baroness crossed the drawing-room, and approaching a 
window whence the view extended far over the shadowy 
vaUoy, fi-om the depth of which rose the tall chimneys of the 
ironworks launching a fieiy glow into tho darkness, she 
clapx)cd her hands with childish admiration and exclaimed: 
“ Ilow beautiful! It looks like an opera scone! Ah, nature, 

nature!- Ilow happy you are, to bo able to live in the 

midst of tho fields and woods! What a beautiful life, and 
liow it preserves one ! Look at me, aunt, and compai-e me 
with Claire. Wo are of the same age, and yet I look as if I 

wxTc her mother!- |lt’s all the fault of tho dinners and 

visiting, the bulls and the theatres^ We fade away in tho 
wluil of Parisian life; and so much pleasure becomes perfect’ 
toil. You are smiling, aunt? Perhaps you think that we 
might manage dill'crently, my husband and I, and spend four 
mouths a year at our place in Bui’gundy- Perhaps so, but 
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1 hardly see the way. The Baron, who is a learned man, 
needs to reside in the capital for the sake of its intellectual 
life. He has his Academy of Sciences and all his solemn 

societies there- Ah! heavens. That Academy, how it 

affects my nerves !■ — — As for myself I’ve a thousand duties 
to attend to, wliich I can’t possibly neglect—social connec¬ 
tions to keep up, dharitahle societies to promote and manage— 
And then there’s my little girl, whom I can’t always leave 
with her governessl So when we have been for a couple 
of month® at the seaside, a couple of months toiu'iiig, and a 

... • w 

couple of months at Nice—you see what remains- Ah! it’s 

an extenuating life I can assure you. But suppose wo sat 
down! ” 

And darting like a hurricane between Madame do Beaulieu^ 
and Claire, tho Baroness emsconced herself in the cosy arm¬ 
chair, which was the Marchioness’s favourite. “Then',” she 
said. “Now talk to me about yourselves. "What do you do 
here ? IIow do you occupy your time ? And Octave ? And 

your neighbour, the ironmaster ?-You see I remember 

what you write to me about. Heavens! what would bocomo 
of one if one hadn’t a little memory ? ” 

Seating herself comfortably in tho roomy arm-cliair tho 
Baroness gently closed her eyes and prepared to listen atten¬ 
tively to her aunt and cousin. There was a moment’s silciu e, 
and then almost without transition, as a bird after waz-bling its 
last note falls asleep at the edge of its nest, our Parisienno, 
■who was no douht roaHy fatigued by her journey, let her head 
fall hack gently on to the antimacassar of old guipure, and 
tho faint smmd of breathing fSaT'esSipod from between her 
parted lips showed she was giving wuy to sleep. Tho Mar¬ 
chioness and Claire exchanged a good-natured smile, and, 
taking up their work, prepared to wait tUl this charming 
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woman, wlio had remained in many respects so childish, woke 
up again. 

The Baronne de Pr^font, «<?(? Sophie d’Hennecourt—How 
ironical names sometimes are ! “Sophie,” applicable to 
wisdom, bestowed on such a madcap—was the only daughter 
of one of the late Marquis de Beaulieu’s sisters. She had 
been educated at the same convent as Claire, where she had 
formed part of the aristocratic clan wlqoh so persecuted the 
girls belonging to the middle classes. Thus she had become 
well acquainted with M. Moulineji’e daughter. Gifted with 
an angel’s heart, but having no more brains than a bird, she 
spent her time striving to repair, by dint of kindliness, al^he 
harm she wrought in ever-recurring moments of thoughtless¬ 
ness. It hapi)ened that she had in no small degi-ee eontri- 
tributod to increase the hatred which AtWnaYs had vowed 
against Mademoiselle de Beaulieu. It was she, indeed, who 
as soon as Mademoiselle Moulinet reached the convent sur- 
named her “ Little Cocoa; ” and as a battle royal was on the 
point of being fought by these schoolgirls of thirteen, it was 
Chiirc, tho strong<sst and most reasonable, who with a tinge 
of liaughtiness stayed the combat. Such was Athenais’a 
nature, however, that she felt more irritated against Claire 
for intervening, than against Sophie for attacking her. Be¬ 
sides, Mademoiselle do Beaulieu overawed her companions by 
her precocious firmness of character. She was, so to say, the 
incarnation of this aristocratic set which made life so hard for 
M. Moulinet’s daughter; and by reason of her very superiority 
she became the object of aB AtMnais’s spite. The tnith is 
that Claire personally never did anything intentionally to 
wound Athena'fs, but their natures were naturally hostile. 
Everything in connection with this patrician damsel offended 
or hurt her sensitive schoolfellow of the middle classes, even 
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the elegance of her figure and the -whiteness of her hands, 
the crest on her note paper and the gloves she -wore during 
play time. 

Claire and her friends -were in the hahit of saying “thou ” 
and “ thee ” to one another; and Athfinai's at once follovred 
their example, -whereupon some terrible discussions ensued in 
this miniature world. Sophie d’Henneoourt, especially, was 
quite exasperated, and persistently addressed the chocolate 
manufacturer’s daughter as “you.” Claire, however, laughed 
at what she considered a puerile distinction, and thou’d and 
thee’d Athenais as much as she did the other gii-ls.”^ But 
Mad^noiselle Moulinet thereupon resented Claire’s familiarity 
as an insult. Although Claire pretended not to notice her 
hostility, it by no means escaped her. In spite of herself, 
perhaps, her disdain for Athdnai's was increased. 

In the meantime, a bitter warfare was waged incessantly 
between Mademoiselle d’Hennecourt and “Little Cocoa.” 
One day, as Sophie returned from seeing some relatives in 
the parlour, she entered the playground carrying n bag of 
chocolate sweetmeats, which she offered to all her companions. 
Athenai's’s turn came at last, and Sophie approached her with 
seeming graciousness and held out the bag so that she might 
helj) herself. “Will you have some?” she asked in a 
honeyed voice; and then, as Athtoais half hesitated, slio added 

All readers conversant -with the French language -will remember that 
this is a constant practice among relatives and friends in Franco—as 
much among those of the masculine sex as among girls and women. 
However, in translation into English, it is impossible to render “tbou” 
and “thee” otherwise than as “you.” Among us, Quakers alono use 
the former pronouns in ordinary con-versation. It is true that English 
Protestants address the Divinity as “Thou; ” whereas French Catholics, 
who, in this instance, invariably say “Yon,” are grievously shocked, 
fur, to their minds, the thee-and-thou-ing of the Creator is scandalously 
irreverent.—2V»«#. 



100 


THE ieohmaster; 


■with deliberate irony, “Ob, you needn’t fear for the conse¬ 
quences. They don’t come from your place, bht from 
Marquis’s.” Mademoiselle Moulinet turned pale ■with rage, 
and snatching the bag from Sophie’s hand, she flung it against 
a window, which broke with a crash, the.pane of glass falling 
in fragments on the sandy court. A tussle ensued, in the 
course of which Ath4nai'8 was almost pushed down, when one 
of her hands came in contaOt^with a bit of glass and was 
rather badly cut. Excessire rage and the fear of seeing her 
blood flow had such an effect upon her system that she 
positively fainted a,^ay; whereupon SOphie, whoso good 
heart at onco gained the upper hand, caught her in her arms, 
and helped to take her to the school infirmary—at the same 
time weeping and blaming herself for having caused this 
misfortune. 

Thenceforward the scene changed. Ath4aa"is openly placed 
herself at the head of the girls of tho middle classes, and the 
playground was divided into.two camps—that of -tlie juvenile 
aristocrats, and that of the moneyed damsels without handles 
to their names. However, as these girls grew up their quarrels 
assumed a more underhand character, evincing better acquaint¬ 
ance with the usages' of society. They no longer scratched 
odch other with their finger nails, but relied on their tongues 
to wound and hurt one another. Although Claire, more 
haughty and disdainful than ever, remained seemingly aloof, 
taking no part in the’warfare, she was nonetheless bitterly 
execrated. There was a covejt strug jle waging between her¬ 
self and Ath4nai8. It was. efidfeit that Mademoiselle Moulinet 
was Mademoiselle de Beaulieu’s personal antagonist, and, to 
sayjthe truth, they were fairly matched./ 

Bather Moulinet was then engaged in amassing a colossal 
foituno. People pretended that he had discovered a moans 
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of making vanilla out of ooal, and that in preparing his 
chocolate he used burnt almonds instead of cocoa. It was 
reported that this alimentary chemistry yielded him immense 
profit, an^ thus he was beginning to rank as a financial 
notability in the wodd of Paris. He had, moreover, just 
received Ms appointment as oiie of the judges of the Tribimal 
of Commerce, and whsnOvet he was spoken of Me friends 
nodded their heads gravely innd remarked: “ He’s a wonder¬ 
fully clever man.” (M Ms side,' jovial Moulinet, one of whoso 
characteristics was a surpriBing familiarity of language, will¬ 
ingly observed! “Ah! the old boy (meahing Mmself) has 
a long purse.” He was, indeed, exceedingly vulgar, but by 
no means an evil-minded individual. •* He readily did any one 
a good turn when he ^bought he might 'himself reap some 
advantage from it. On the Other hand, although extremely 
desirous of enlarging his circle of acquaintances, he warily 
gave all black sheep tho go-by. He always looked above and 
never below him, and had thus succeeded in steadily climbing 
higher and higher up the social ladder. 

One fine day he drove up to the Convent of the Saorod 
Heart in an admirable landaufi rawn by.a pair of horses, and 
on reacMng the parlour had Iqs daughter sent for. Tho 
result was that Ath6naiA left thj^^jsonvent. She was then sii- 
teen years of age. On the following Sunday, in the Bois de 
Boulogne, her companions perceived her seated in her father’s 
superb carriage, and she smiled on them and eagerly recog¬ 
nised thorn from of.or, as jf particularly anxious to bow to 
them from such a stylish tum-di&t. A few months later Sophie 
and Clairo also returned home,!, and the convent warfare ceased 
for want of combatants. 

But hatred was still rife in Mademoiselle Moulinet’s heart, 
and she kept her ©yes on her rivals. From her box on tha 
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second row, wliieli her father had with difficulty secured for 
the season at tho Oftrid Opera House, she angialy watched 
Mesdonioiselles d’Henneeourt and de Beaulieu, installed in 
one of tho best boxes on the grand tier, where they received 
innumerable visits from elegant cavaliers between the acts. 
In tho salon, at the rear, conversation was carried on, and 
Sophie and Claire listened smilingly to their visitors and 
regaled themselves with bonbons. But Moulinet’s box— 
alas!—remained, unvisited, and aU was silent there. Over 
and over again Ath6ua& remarked toherself: "Surely among 
all those visitors there must be some suitor for Claire’s hand, 
some nobleman who will eventually many her.” The fact is 
Mademoiselle 'de Beaulieu’s beaufy had become most fascinat¬ 
ing. Her skin was exquisitely white, and when she appeared 
in a low-cut pink robe, wiHiout a jewel, every one gazed at 
her admiringly. 

Nevertheless Sophie was tho first to marry. Tho Baron do 
Prefont asked for her hand, and the wedding was celebrated 
with great pomp at the church of St. Augustine. There was 
a splendid service, to which MademoiseUo Moulinet was not 
invited. Still some of her old companions at the convent pre¬ 
tended they had seen her—thickly veiled, and accompanied by 
a maid—watering the ceregiony from one of the transepts. 
This was never proved, stiH it was true. Screened by the shade 
of a pillar, Ath4nais viewed the wedding and fairly devoured 
her enemies with her eyes. Claire was bridesmaid, and col¬ 
lected in company with the yoxmg Viscomte de Pontac;* but 
as soon as Mademoiselle Moulinet perceived her enemy ap- 

* At all the fashionable Parisian weddings the bridesmaids collect fur 
the poor, under escort. It is worthy of remark that there are never more 
ttan two bridesmaids op demoiselles d'honneur, and usually only one.— 
TraM, 
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preaching Jier observatory, she retreated into the throng and 
wenfcWoff. This little manoeuvro •naB-’iiot noticed by Made¬ 
moiselle de Ileaulieu, who continued hor collection with a gentle 
smile on her face—never for one moment imagining that if eyes 
could kill she would have already fallen dead in the centre of 
the church. 

Sophie being married and flie Due de Bligny having started 
for St. Petersburg, Claire’s life became a very retired one. 
Of late she had spent six months away from Paris, and aU 
recollection of Ath4nai'8 had fnded from her mind." As she 
watched the Baronno de Pr4font, sleeping composedly in the 
cosy arm-chair, she did not give a thought to the many 
quarrels which this charming madcap had initiated during 
their convent days. . , ■* 

Presently the drawing-room door was abruptly opened, and 
the Baroness started at the sound and woke up. On per¬ 
ceiving her husband and Octave enter the room, she sprang 
at once to her feet, and exclaimed with sudden lucidity of 
mind: “Why, you let me fall asleep.” Then beginning to 
laugh: “ Why, it’s like in the fairy tales. This must be tlio 
castle of the 81ee2)ing Beauty! Scarcely ttrrived, I must needs 
fall asleep. But who is the Prince Charming that has just woke 
me up ? Is it you, Baron ? No* it must he Octave. Aunt, pray 
excuse me! It is your air that did all tlio harm I It overcame 
me. We are not accustomed to such atmosphere in Paris.” 

“Jt’s nothing!” replied the Marchioness. “You were 
taken unawares. It is merely the first efifect; but you will 
get used to it.” 

Meanwhile the Baron had stepped forward with quiet 
gravity. “I have just carried out your instructions, dear,” 
said he. “ If our luggage has been brought in, and the whole 
chiifonu is encurahfred with it.” 
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“ Very good,” repHed the Baroness, rrith the air of a ^neen ■ 
satisfied with a subj *s obedience. 

“ Shall I show you your rooms ? ” asked Claire, perceiving 
that the Baroness remained standing with an undecided air. 

“Willingly, dear,” replied Sophie; and taking up a red 
leather bag which she had laid on a chair when entering the 
room, she gave her husband a keen shaiTp glance. He imme¬ 
diately approached her to rid her of the bag, but she quickly 
wrested it from him. “No, not you,” said she. “ You are 
too absent-minded. And this needs to be taeated carefully. 
Come, Octave, you shall have the privilege of carrying it.” 
With these words she glanced again at her husband, and -then 
from him to the Marchioness, in a most significant manner. 

“I’m highly flattered by yonr confidence, dear,” said 

Prefont with a smile. “ Come, Octave,, my dear- follow, the 

* 

work is for you. I’ll keep your mother, company.” 

Delighted at having been imderstood, the Baroness favoured 
her husband with an approving gesture, and then, linking 
her arm through Claire’s so as to make sure that MademoiseUo 
de Beaulieu would not linger behind and prevent the tete-d-t^te 
she had planned between her husband and the Marchioness, 
she left the room humming a gay refrain. 

The Baron, who looked grave and thoughtful, advanced a 
few steps in silence. The Marchioness, ensconced in her easy- 
chair, gazed vacantly in frtat of her. The room was dark, 
but tlio fire, which had been lighted iu this chilly October 
evening, sparkled iu the grate of the pink granite chimney- 
piece, and its leaping flames cast dancing gleams of light over 
the ceiling. The Marchioness was thinking to herself that 
perhaps the news the Baron had brought from Paris was 
bettor than what Bachelin had informed her of a few hours 
earlier, and yielding to this idea she began to hope again. 
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On the floor above the eager steps c^the young folhs going 
iront room to room could be plainly hoard. The old chateau 
seemed full of unusual life and motion, and a subtle strain of 
the Baroness’s gay carol was wafted through the air. 

At last the Marchioness roused herself from her meditation 
and raised her eyes. Perceiving the Baron standing before 
her, as if awaiting her orders, she gave him a melancholy 
smile. “Well, nephew,’' she said, “and so you have some¬ 
thing to tell me. , I can guess pretty nearly-what it is, and in 
fact you can SiSb how it grieves me.” 

“It is certainly a sad business, aunt,” answered the young 
man gravely, “ and by nO means calculated ^o increase tlio 
esteem in which our society is hdd. Unfortunately, whenever 
one of us acts dishonourably the odium of; his conduct falls on 
aU his equals. Nowadays ot^r only superiority over other classes 
lies in the faithfulness with which we keep our engagemouts. 
' A nobleman’s word ’ is a proverbial egression. But, when 
it is seen that wo don’t keep our promises any bolter tlian 
other folks, people will soon cease to believe in our respect 
for verbal engagements, and we shall ha^ve lost the last vestige 
of our good fame .”' • • 

A tear sparkled in the Marchioness’s eyes, and, raising her 
thin delicate hands towards the Baron she exclaimed: “ Tell 
mo all. Don’t hide anything. ‘ Thanks to oUr worthy Barbo¬ 
lin’s investigations, I already know that the Due do Bligny has 
boon in Paris for the last six weeks.” 

“Ah, really. Marchioness, you know all that?” exclaimed 
the Baron bitterly; “ and are Jtou also aware that ho is about 
to marry-” 

“ To marry! ” oxdiaimed Madame de Boauliou, rising, half 
stupefied, from her arm-chair, her face pallid with emotion. 

“ Yes, my dear aunt. Excuse my frankness and prompti- 

a 
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iuclo iu telling you of it, but in matters of this kind I always 
think it best to go to the point at onoo.” 

“ To marry ! ” the Marchioness slowly repeated. 

" The Duke has done all he could to prevent it from being 
noised about. But his future father-in-law, who, it appears, 
is as vulgar a man as could be found, has by no means proved 
discreet. It seems he is in exultation. Fancy, his daughter 
is to become a Duchess! I learned the story from Castoran, 
who is one of the Duke’s intimate friends, and well- acquainted 
with the manner in which the negotiations wfi* sot on foot. 
I am sorry to have, to confess to you, aunt, that the story is 
a most lamentable one. It appears that the Duke had scarcely 
arrived from St. Petersburg, when he began to gamble at the 
club. He was badly treated by luck and soon came to the end 
of his tether , which was by no me§,ns long. Thereupon he had 
recourse to the club cash-box, and obtained funds to meet his 
engagements. After that he went on playing again—play¬ 
ing such high stakes that in a single week Iris liabilities rose 
to two hundred and fifty thousand francs. It seems ho had 
comjiletoly lost his head. Bad luck maddened him, and he 
rushed blindly into the mfileo. In a couple of evenings he 
had won back all he had lost. Then ho lost another hundred 
thousand francs again, and finally h© remained with a 

‘ culotte ’ of a couple of hundred thousand-” 

^ho Marchioness raised her eyebrows with surprise and ex¬ 
claimed interrogatively: “ A ‘ culotte ? ’ ” 

“ Excuse me, aunt,” said the Boron phlegmatically; “ it is 
the usual term. In speaking of a hea^ loss atcards people 
say a ‘ culotte ’—a pair of breeclies.” 

“.A culotte costing two hundred thousand francs,” said the 
, Marchioness with a dreary smile. “ That is certainly very 
prodigal.” 
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“ All tlie more bo as Gaston hadn’t the first halfpenny to 
pay what he owed. Besides, at onr dnhs all debts of this kind 
must be paid in four-and-tit^enty hours, or else the debtor is 
liable to be ‘ posted’ and excluded. So the Duke’s situation was 
a most critical one. Of course he might have applied to his rela¬ 
tives. Although all our fortune is in land, we could have raised 
part of the sum, the Baroness and myself; and Gaston might 
have obtained a delay for the rest. But he did not think of ap¬ 
plying to us, or rather he would not do so, although Oast^ran 
had advised Mm to take that course. The fact is, the unfortu¬ 
nate follow shut himself up in his room at the dub and gave 
way to the most painful refl.ections. He realised that ho had 
grievously tanipered with his social position and compromised 
all his future prospects. However, at this difficult juncture. 
Providence intervened in the person of the future father-in- 
law, whom Gaston, so I am told, had only mot on a single 
previous occasion. This individual went to the point at once, 
speaking to Bligny in this fashion r ‘ Monsieur le Due, you 
owe a couple of hundred thousand francs which you must 
procure in the course of tlie day; but you will not bo able to 
do so.’ Thereupon the Duke sprang up as if to cut all furthor 
conversation short, but this singular person, who had only 
been introduced to him a few evenings before, immediately 
added: ‘ It happens I have 'brought you those two hundred 
thousand francs. I irossess an immense fortune, and I w'ould 
not have it said that a man like myself, giving a dowry of ton 
millions to his only daughter, allowed one of the noblest 
names in tho ommtry to be compromised for the lack of ten 
thousand louis.’ Such language is an enormity, of com'so; 
but you will understand that I don’t guarantee these words as 
being absolutely correct. Cast^ran has a ready tongue, and, 
may be, he tried to embellish tho story. However, I have 
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only repeated wliat he told me. BHgny appears to hare been 
dazzled. It seemed to him as if this obliging old man were 
made of gold, and, indeed, as he had benevolently opened his 
safe, the Duke dipped his Httlo finger into it. His hand 
followed, and tiien, as if ha had been oaught in some 
machinery, everything else was .drawn in-—title and all. And 
that’s how it happens that the Duke is about to be married." 

A moment’s silence followed. Night had now fallen, and, 
in the darkness, the Baron oould barely ^st^ern the Marchio¬ 
ness’s head, still proudly raised. „ The only sound was the 
monotonous ticking of,the old Louis Quator^se dhok, as its 
pendulum swung from side to side with regular cadence. 
Suddenly the Baron perceived a white doud as it were pass 
before his aunt’s face, and a sob, impmfec% repressed, told 
him that she was weeping. He hastily approached her 
and kneeling on a tapestried stool at her feet, tenderly took 
hold of her .hand—at a loss for words to console her in the 
grief which had proved stronger even than pride. 

“ ’Tis nothing,” said the M&rohioness gently. “I was un¬ 
able to master my sorrow, I own it; this is such a blow, I 
could not restrain my tears. I loved Gaston so dearly. Ho 
was a second son for me! He is of the same blood as myself, 
and his misconduct grieves me doubly. I cannot understand 
such ingratitude on his part, for as a lad he had a generous, 
loyal heart. How can he have changed so promptly P Has 
society the power of undoing aU the work of long years, in a 
few months ? I brought him'up so gently, so tenderly! And 
this is how he rewards me! Ah! the ungrateful, the un¬ 
grateful fellow.’’ 

The Baron, who was deeply touched, had unwittingly taken 
from the table' one of the long ivory needles with which the 
Msirchioness knitted woollen waistcoats for the poor, and, with 
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an irritated gesture,- he obstinately kept pricking it into 
a large ball of grey wool. However, the Marchioness had 
regained her self-possession and was now drying her tears. 
“ The important matter,” said she firmly, “is that we must be 
most circui3|speot in reference to Claire. You know her. She 
is proud, and violent at timee. Just like her father, who had 
a golden heart, but an iron head. This blow will come upon 
her at a time iVhen she is full of confidence. She was 
speaking to me of Qasto^t, oiilyiMB afternoon. She has never 
for once thought that he might be .|ilting her for some one 
else. She has imputed his silence and delay to the necessities 
of the situatio:®. The shadow of a doubt has never rested on 
her mind; Prahk and loyal herself, ehe expects only frank¬ 
ness and loyalty»frojji: others,, and the disclosure of the truth 
may have a most senous effect pn siidi'a nature as hors.” 

“But, my dear aunt, don’t yoh think that the situation 
might be greatly modified by an interview with Bligny f He 
has been led astray. But by making him realise aU the 
enormity of the offence he is about to commit, perhaps it 
would be possible to win liim back ? If you consented, I 
would willingly place myself at your disposal to make the 
attempt.” 

“No,” replied the Marchioness proudly. “We are not 
folks to humble ourselves and implore. Sad as "our position 
may be, it is none; the less dignified and well defined. I 
should not care to changeit. Ho’^'ever, before acquainting my 
daughter with the sad tidings, I shall wait till my nephew’s 
new engagements have become irrevocable. I’or with a man 
so capricious as the Due de BUgny ”—and here the Mar¬ 
chioness smiled bitterly—-“ one can rely on nothing with 
cortainty-«may be, he will change his mind again-” 

“As you please, aunt,” rejoined the Baron. “I cannot 
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blamo you for deciding on tliis course. To tell tho truth I 
anticipated such an answer from you; still I considered it my 
duty to offer you my services in the event of conciliation being 
1 bought of. At all events, no matter what may ha^jpen now, 
yours will be tho honourable ; and if you have occasion to 
shed u few tears in secret, at least you will have no need to 
make a wry face. And I wouldn’t say as much for Bligny.” 

A sound of rapid footsteps was now heard on tho stairs, 
combined with, the merry chatter of fresh* young voices. 
Octave and Claire, light-hearted and smiling, were returning 
with the Baroness, whose impulsive gaiety had speedily en¬ 
livened them. The drawing-room door opened and Madame 
de Prefont, ahead of he? cousins, swept like an avalanche into 
the gloomy apartment. “ What! good heavens! You are in 
tho dark ! How dreadfully dismal! ” cried the Baroness. 
“ You seem to be talking in a tomb ! Why it’s dark enough 
not to hear one anotlior speak! Aunt, you have spoiled us— 
you have given the Boron and me the finest rooms in tho 
chateau. And, do you know, wo shall find ourselves so com¬ 
fortable that wo shall be tempted to stay here for good! ” 

“ So much tho better, my dear. But I fancy your journey 
must have given you an appetite. We will go to dinner.” 

At the same moment, as if these words had been expected, 
Iho folding doors commjLinicating with the dining-room were 
thrown open, a blaze of light illumined tbe sideboards adSrned 
with old china and massive silver plate, and in a sedate, 
solemn voice the hutlor articulated the established formula: 

Madame la Marquise is served.” 



VI. 

On tho morro-w of Monsieur and Madame de Prefont’s arrival 
at Beaulieu, Philippe Derblay, accompanied by bis sister, 
jiresented himself at the chateau; and his visit was particu¬ 
larly well timed so far as the versatile Baroness was con¬ 
cerned, for it promised some little diversion in the midst of 
this country life, which she was already beginning to find 
insipidly monotonous. 

Seated under a large garden tent, stuped red and grey, the 
inmates of Beaulieu were .enjoying the sunshine of one of 
those fine October afternoons which are, like the hist smiles of 
the year, soon destined to become so cold and dreary. Deceived 
by the warmth of the sun, numerous feathered vocalists were 
cm'olling among the trees of the park as in the summer time; 
while on the warm gravel of the terrace a couple of black¬ 
birds with yellow beaks whistled and fought for some crumbs 
of bread which the Marquis had' thrown out of the dining¬ 
room window. Wrapped in her shawls and rendered some¬ 
what drowsy by the warm air, the Marchioness listened with 
wandering attention to the prattle of the Baroness and Claire, 
who conversed together leaning over the pink granite balus¬ 
trade. The Barou, who was gravely reclining in a roeking- 
chair, puffed slowly at his cigar, the smoko of which rose in 
ivavy spirals towards the blue sky. The Marquis, with his 
pocket-book on his knee, was furtively sketching the i^rofiles 
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of the two young women, which stood out gracefully against 
the dear horizon. Profound peacefulness pervaded this cosy 
comer, and by degrees an invincible, delicious sensation of 
lassitude stole oyer one, enervating the body and lulling the 
mind to sleep. 

The footsteps of a servant sounding on the gravel aroused 
every one from this moral and physical stupor. The Mar¬ 
chioness opened her eyes. Claife and the Baroness turned 
rohnd, abandoning their dreamy contemplation of the valley. 
The Marijuis hastily slipped his note-book into bis pocket. 
The Baron, who did not helieye in nsel^ motion, alone 
eontcjited himself with a mere inclination of the head. 

“ilonsiour and Mademoiselle Derblaj inquire if Mudamo 
la Marquise receives,” said the footman. 

A slight frown came over Claire’s proud brow as she heard 
those words. The name of the man by whom she instinc¬ 
tively felt she was pursued displeased her, thus pronounced 
in lier own home. She had, as it were, a presentiment that 
this stranger would somehow influence her life, and her whole 
being revolted at the thought. Suddenly, however, her 
hi art filled with bitterness, although a confused idea that she 
was abandoned already exist^ in the depths of her soul. 
She asked herself how it happened that, after M. Derhlay’s 
demonstrations of love, timid though they were, he dared to 
present himself at the chateau. It is true that Bachelin had 
announced the visit, giving as its motive a desire for con¬ 
ciliation on business, matters. But the latter might only bo a 
pretext. Because she was momentarily forsaken by the Duke, 
was this ironmaster held enough to think of approaching her 
and wooing her? These reflections .passed in a second 
through her mind, and prompted her aversion for Philippe. 

“Bocoivo him, aunt, receive him! ” cried the Baroness. “I 
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am so curious to soe tMs ironmaster! He amuse us, and 
■we -win make his sister chatter about what is going on in the 
village. Perhaps she ■wears the costume of the province! 
How nice it would be! ” 

“But I am mysolf desirous of receiving, dear,” replied the 
Marchioness, smiling; an^ turning towards the servant, who 
stood waiting, she added: “Bequest Monsieur and Made¬ 
moiselle Derblay to be kind enough to step os far as here.” 

There was a momont’s silenee, and then the glass door 
the dra^wing-r(Rim opened, aud Philippe and Suzaimo iq)- 
poarod on the tops. A sun ray illumined the ironniaslcr's 
bronzed resolute countenance. He appeared in all bis (piiot, 
sedate strength. Clad in a long buttonod-up frock-coat, ho 
scorned taller than he really was. His sister,-who wore a simply? 
dress of dark blue woollen stuff, approached close beside liim. 
Emotion lent an animated expression of mingled nervousiinss 
and resolution to her features, and her loving eyes ■n-ore fixed 
on her brother as if to inspire him with courage. 

The Marchioness had risen and taken a few steps forward 
to meet her visitors. Philippe hent low before her and 
stammered a few disjointed words, the confusion of wliicli 
brought a smile to the noble lady’s Bps. But as if to froo 
him from Ids embarrassment she turned to Suzanne, and, 
with charming grace, took hold of her hand. “Toll your 
brother, child,” she said, “ that he is welcome hero.” 

Philippe raised lus head, and in a tone of deep gratitiulo, 
exclaimed: “I don’t know how to thank you, Madame la 
Marquise, for the kind reception you give my sister. She 
has grown up under my guidance, hut w'ithout a motlicr’s 
care. She sadly needs advice and lessons, and she coidd 
obtain none better than 3 'ours, if you were gi-acious eucugli to 
take some interest in her.” 
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Madame do Beaulieu looked at Suzanne more attentively, 
and was touched hy her candid, tender gracefulness. “ Oome 
and let me Mss you, my beauty,” she said. And touching 
Suzanne’s fair hair with her lips, “ There is peace signed on 
this child’s forehead,” she added, turning to Philippe. “All 
your sins are forgiven fyou, neighbour. And now come and 
let me introduce you to my family.” 

With a wave of the hand she indicated Octave who was 
approaohiag. “ The Marquis de Beaulieu, my son,” said she. 

“Oh! an inti'oduction is quite useless, mother,” exclaimed 
the Marquis frankly, as he held out his hand to Philippe. 
“We have already met—^Monsieur Dorblay and I. You have 
good logs, my dear neighbour, and the hares I contrive to 
miss so well could never scamper off so fast as you do, when 
you don’t wish to be overtaken.” ■ 

“ You must excuse mo. Monsieur le Marquis,” replied 
Philippe with a smile,” if I did not tell you who I was. You 
did not seem to have a very favourable opinion of me, and I 
feared I should meet with scarcely a pleasant reception if I 
abandoned my incognito.” 

“Well, I only know you by the misunderstanding whidh 
had arisen concerning our respected limits, but matters are 
dilferont now, and I trust we shall bo good friends. But, pray, 
be hind enough to introduce me to Mademoiselle Derblay.” 

The charm of Suzanne’s person was having its effect 
already, for Octave at once approached her, gallantly polite 
and eager to please. Madame do Beaulieu thereupon turned 
to Pliilippe again, and designating him to'the Bai-oness and 
Claire, exclaimed: “Monsieur Dorblay, the ironmaster of 
Pont-Avesnos.” Then indicating the two cousins, she added : 
“The Baronno de Prefont, my niece, and MademoiseUe do 
Beaulieu, my daughter,” 
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A burning flush suffused PbUippe’s face, and irithout daring 
to sot eyes on the girl he adored, he bowed so low that one 
might almost have fancied he was about to kneel down. 

“ Why he’s a gentleman, dear! ” wliispered the Baroness to 
Claire. “ And think that I pictured him with bare arms, with 
a leather apron over his knees and iron-dust in his liair! 
Heaven forgive me! Why, he’s decorated! And the Baron 
isn’t!—^It is true we live under a strange government, but aU 
the same, it is very extraordinaiy! So he doesn’t spend liis 

time hammering then ? Just look at him- It’s incredible. 

He’s really veiy good looking. His eyes are superb;” 

Claire had hitherto averted her gaze, but now she looked 
at Philippe almost sternly. Her heart was full of anger, and 
she was tempted to greet this daring stranger with wounding 
words and offensive glances. She looked on his stalwart forih 
as evidence of vulgarity, and was displeased even with his 
dark clothes, which gave him such a dignified, serious air. 
At the same moment the Duke’s image flitted vision-liko before 
her eyes. She seemed to see Gaston, with his slender figure 
and gmceful bearing, his oval face and brown hair, his bhio 
eyes and his expressive mouth, shaded by long drooping 
moustaches. The contrast was complete between Philippo, 
there present, and Bligny, far away. The robust figure of 
the former was the incarnation, so to say, of the healthful 
l>hysique of the middle classes, while the latter exhibited in 
his person the delicate and somewhat effeminate grace peculiar 
to the aristocracy. * 

Philippe remained spell-bound under Claire’s gaze, and his 
feet seemed rooted to the ground. In his confusion he was 
tempted to tiy and escape from this hostile examination, and 
thought of approaching the Marquis—who was still talking 
with Suzanne—so as to be near some ono who boro him no 



116 


THE ibonmastee; 


ill-will. However, Hs limbs failed Hm. Almost unwittingly 
be glanced at bimseM, and suddenly imagined that be was 
unwieldy, common looking, and destitute of aught approach¬ 
ing elegance. He bitterly compared himself to the two young 
men near him, who walked about with such easy, natural 
grace in their well-cut clothes; and his black frock-coat of 
provincial make seemed hideous. He fancied ho looked gro¬ 
tesque, standing there with his tall hat in his hand; and he 
suffered horribly. He would, at that moment, have given 
ten years of his life to have been dressed like the Baron and 
Octave, and to have possessed their easy bearing, for he said 
to himself that Claire would never forget the aspect under 
which he had first appeared before her, and tbat an unfavour¬ 
able recollection of his pwson would always abide iu her 
mind. He distinctly realised the distanoO that still separated 
Mademoiselle de Beaulieu, although ruined, from the iron¬ 
master of Pont-Avesnes, and with profound despair, ho 
reproached hirasolf for his mad presumption in raising his eyes 
higher than his ambition could ever hope to attain. 

However, Oftave’s voice at last roused him from his torpor. 
“My dear Monsieur Derblay,” said the Marquis, “we have 
Boiuo one hero Avho can readily talk to you about industrial 
questions—^my cousin, the Baron do Prefont, a iavant." 

“ S.ay a man of study, my dear Octave,” softly intcirupted 
the Baron. “ The field of science is toq vast for me to have 
any other pretension than that of having explored a small 
corner of it.” 

Eegaiuing his self-possession Philipp© looked around him 
for Mademoiselle de Beaulieu. She had gracefully sauntered 
off, and was now slowly walking up and down the terrace with 
the Baroness. With the tip of her crimson parasol sho un- 
wittiugly sti'uck at the flowers of a creeper twining round the 
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balustrade. Philippe heaved a sigh, and averting his gaze: 
“This ie not the first time,” said ho, “that I have heard 
Monsieur do Pr6font’s name mentioned.” Then, as the Bai-on 
made a gesture of polite protest, he added: “Are you not the 
author of a remarkable treatise on cementation, monsieur? 
I have myself studied the question, and I read tho troatiso 
you sent to the Academy of Sdenoes with very great interest 
indeed.” 

“ Oh! oh! Baron,” cried Octave gaQy. “ Tou didn’t fancy 
you were so well known in our mountains ? Come, you are 
on the road to fame, my dear fellow j your name has pene¬ 
trated even into remote rural districts, and you must supple¬ 
ment your old device, ‘ Portis gladio,' with the addendum ' et 
femd.' Don’t think I’m poking fun at you. I would gladly 
imitate you if I only boxild.” 

But the Baron cared little what the Marquis might say! 
Delighted to find an auditor who could understand him, ho 
had already launched forth into a learned dissertation on Iho 
manufacture of steel. Even the intervention of tho Baroness 
would not have turned him from his subject. He had divested 
himself of his Engh'sh stiffness and reassumed all his natural 
mobility. He clapped his hands together and imitated tho 
noise of machineiy to illustrate his demonstration. Gesticu¬ 
lating vivaciously, he even caught hold of M. Derblay’s ann, 
as if to prevent the ironmaster from taking himself off. But 
Philippe had no desire to try and escape from M. do Profont’s 
impidsive familiarity. Quite the contrary, he urged him on, 
happy to find an unexpected ally in one of theso.people among 
whom he had fdt so ill at ease; and thus tho Baron, who was 
quite delighted, rattled on with infinite loquacity, already 
eaUing Philippe “ my dear sir,” which he certainly would not 
have done with any one else after a three months’ connection. 
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But then their mutual interest in science had brought und 
linked them together immediately, as if they had been a 
couple of freemasons and* had exchanged certain mysterious 
signs in shaking hands. 

‘ ‘ And you dig your own ore ? How interesting your works 
must be! ” said the Baron.' “I must go down to Pont-Avesnes 
to-morrow morning for you to show me your forges. You 
must emi'doy a good many workpeople ? ” 

"About two thousand.” 

“ That’s capital! And how many furnace ? ” 

“ Ton, the fires of which are kept alight from one year to 
another. You shall see my steam hammer. It weighs twenty 
tons, and can be worked with such precision that you might 
lower it to touch an egg without breaking the shell.” 

“ Why, with such on implement as that you' might com¬ 
pete with ti 0 Oreusot itself ? ” 

“ Exactly so; what Le Creusot does on a largo scale we do 
on a small one.” 

" It is quite a piece of good fortune for. me, to have met 
you, my dear sir,” exclaimed the Baron joyftiUy. “ I intended 
starting with the Baroness foir Switzerland at the end of the 
month, but good-bye to our tour! I sbnll stop here. Do you 
understand? Wo will make some experiments together. 
Have you a laboratory? Yes! You are a chemist? Per¬ 
fect ! You are one of the most agreeable men I have over 
met.” And taking Philippe by the arm again, M. de Prefont 
began walking up and down the terrace. 

“Dear mo! what is the matter with my husband? ” asked 
the Baroness, as she approached with Claire. 

" The matter, my dear cousin ? ” responded Octave gaily, 
“ why ho is riding his favoimte hobby with Monsieur Den 
blay before him.” 
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“Then,they may have a long journey, and no mistake, 
if my husband isn’t stopped.” 

“And why should he be stopped?” asked the Mni-quis. 
“ Don’t you approve of Profont’s associating with Monsieur 
Derblay ? Your husband, my dear cousin, is a descendant of 
the crusaders, and ten centuries of warhko fame are united 
in his penson. Monsieur Derblay, a manufacturer’s son, 
represents but one century-rbut it is the century w'hich has 
produced, or at least found the means of utilising, steam, gas, 
and olectrioity. I must confess to you that, for my own part, 
I particularly admire the sudden association of these two men, 
who although apparently dissimilar, mutually esteem each 
other and blond together the greatest desiderata for a nation’s 
grandeur—past glory and present progress.” 

“Octave, my friend,” said the Baroness, “it can be seen 
that you are an advocate. You speak very fluently indeed. 
But allow mo to say that I find you rather democr atic for, 
your father’s son.” 

“Well, cousin,” rejoined the yoimg man smiling, “you 
know that democracy invades us on all sides. So lot us try 
and constitute an aristocracy even in our democratic commu¬ 
nity. For instance, draw tho line at m edioc rity, and sot all 
who are meritorious hbove it. We might thus found iho 
aristocracy of talent, which is the'only one worthy of succeed¬ 
ing tho aristocracy of birth. And besides, in acting like that 
wo shall only be imitating our ancestors. Do you imagine 
that the founders of our families were of noble birth ? It was 
their courage which raised them above other men. The first 
Profont was simply called Gaucher (the left-handed), which 
no doubt did not prevent him from being skilful, for it is 
stated that he was a doughty so ldier. Ennobled for his war¬ 
like deeds, and enriched by booty, he took the name of his 
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estaio on rotuming from Palestine; and it is thanks to Cap¬ 
tain (taucher, my dear cousin, that you are a Baroness. So 
why should we deny men who are co-oqual perhaps with your 
ancestor the right of stopping out of the crowd? In old 
limes folks used to say: ‘ Honour to the hra vest; ’ hut now¬ 
adays lot us rather cry: ‘ Room for the most intelligent.’, ” 
“Well thought and well said, Monsieur le Marquis; and I 
beg Madame la Baronne to excuse toe'if I. side against her.” 
exclaimed a deep voice, proceeding from behind a dump of 
foliage. And the next moment Bachelin, with a very red 
face, his Iiat in his hand, and a portfolio bulky with papers 
under his arm as usual, appeared at the comer of the terrace. 

“Ah! Bachelin, your arrival is well timed,” cried the 
Baroness gaily. “ That’s just the style of you legal gentle¬ 
men. You all belong to the Third Estate, and the Revolu¬ 
tion was made for your benefit. But you have sprung up like 
a jack-in-the-box. "Which way did you come ? ” 

“I crossed the park as I had just arrived from La Varenne, 
and I loft my gig at the little gate. But excuse me—” And 
turning towards Madame de Beaulieu, who was approaching 
^with Suzanne—“Madame la Marquise, your bumble servant. 
M.^mlemoisello Suzanne, my sincere homage, llow extra- 
ordin.,mrily warm it is to-day! I came in great haste—I 
wisheo!^ to bp bore at the same time as Monsieur Derblay. 
But a vei^^ important ^oed to sign detained me. A deed which 
bos caused ', me much regret, Madame la Marquise. It was 
for the sale of’ La Varenne.” ■ 

“Ah! so tl^iip D’Estrelles hive at last.^,found a pur¬ 
chaser?” oxclaimed'^e Marquis in a questioning tone. 

“Yes, a xmrehaser,’’’^eplied Bachelin; “a purchaser who ‘ 
has paid a fancy price,V too, 1 can asshre you. 'But he 
particularly wished for thi^ni estate, and he has given at least 
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a third more than could have been :|:oalised even if the 
property had boon divided into lots. He is a Paris manu- 
facturor. He even told me that he hud the honour of 
knowing Madame la Marquise’s family. No doubt this is 
why he was desirous of purchasing some property in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of Beaulieu.” 

“And can one know this geatlepian’s name?” a&ed tho 
Marchioness coldly. 

“ His name is Monsieur Moulinet,” quietly replied the 
notary.' 

Baeholin had certainly no idea of the effect he was about 
to produce when ho opened his mouth to articulate these 
words. Mademoiselle de Beaulieu rose hastily to her feet, 
whilst the Baroness-started, clapped her hands together and 
exclaimed: “ Athenais’s father 1 ” 

“ Yes, Monsieur Moulinet had a young lady with him whom 
he called by that name,” remarked the notary. “ The estate 
has been purchased for her, and will figure as part of her 
jointure on the day of her marriage. It means a clear in¬ 
come of thirty thousand fi-anes a year, And, indeed, the rents 
might be raised when the present leases expire)” 

“ Dear me, it is really too bad 1 There, -they have become 
our neighbours!” resumed the Baroness. “And Monsieur 
Moulinet will now be playing the lord-of the manor! Poor 
man! Ho wiiHook as if he were his own gardener!” 

“ He is said to be very rich ? ” exclaimed Baeholin, interro¬ 
gatively. 

“ Excessively rich,” the Baroness answered. “ Eidicu- 
lously BO 1 Ah! you see, Octave, that*B what your theories 
bring us to, my dear feEow. There you have it—the 
aristocracy of intelligence! Monsieur Moulinet is one of its 
finest specimens. The D’Estrelles, who gave ten generals. 
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two admirals, a marshal, and several miuisters of state to 
France, whoso ancestors’ portraits aro at Versailles, and 
whoso names appear on all the grand pages of our history, 
have to vacate their chateau to make I’oom for a chocolate- 
maker who never rendered a centime’s worth of service tc 
his country, and whose name only figures on tlie prospectuses 
which ho has dislnbuted at street comers. ’Jdiat’s your 
democracy, my dear fellow! Ah! Don’t talk to mo of a 
country Avhoro such abominable things can happen. It is a 
lost land! ” 

“Calm yoxirsclf, Baroness,” said Octave. “I agree with 
j’ou that it is a great pity the D’Estellos should have to part 
willi their cliutoau, but, franl^y, how can we prevent it ? 
Ought wo to dispossess klousiour Moulinet of his money to 
enrich our fiicnds with ? It would ho rather arbitrary. 
And unless wo heated his feet into the bargain, 1 don’t 
see how ho could bo treated worse.” 

“ Leave me alone ! YoU are insupportable,” cried Madame 
dc Drefont. “Come, I believe you say oB that merely to 
annoy me, and that you don’t really believe a word of it.” 
Thereupon, taking the Marchioness’s arm she -wont forward 
to moot the Baron who was. returning with Pliilippe. 

Claire had remained behind—motionless and pensive. The 
sudden apparition of M. Derblay and Athenals Moulinet 
not merely disturbed the retirement of her life, but caused 
her a strange emotion. Beared in that aristocratic society, 
round which impassable barriers have been raised with 
rigorous in-ido, she beheld with bitter stupefaction this unex¬ 
pected trespass on her private Hfe. It seemed to her as if tho 
old chateau had become os commonplace as 6, street, since M. 
Derblay could enter it so easily and bo at once received on a 
footing of erpiality. Sho determined to sliow that she in no- 
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■wise approved of the alacrity with which mere strangers 
were welcomed, and seeing her relatives all so smiling and 
ali'ahlo, sho became stiU more frigid and solemn. How¬ 
ever, sho divined that there was some threatening mystciy 
in what transpired around her. The Duke’s prolonged 
silence worried her more than she dared confess; and the 
fre(iuont embarrassment of her relatives, a few scraps of 
phrases sho had overheard, sudden pauses and silenco when 
she approached unexpectedly, an increase of affection on her 
mother’s part, all combined to make her apprehensive. Sho 
suffered grievously. Equivocation was unbearable to her 
proud, frank nature. As a rule she went straight to the point 
and tackled the situation in front. But in this instaneo 
she dared not do so. Her love made her timid. Sho was 
afraid she might learn that the Duke was faithless to her, 
and, ashamed for him, fearing she might bo obliged to 
acknowledge his unworthiness, slio refrained from question¬ 
ing, and maintained her painful silence. 

Thus she showed herself impassive and haughty, receiving 
Philippe’s timid homage with a disda'n sho took no troublo 
to hide, and merely paying sufficient attention to him to 
show how-much his presence displeased her. Suzanne had 
in vain tried gentle words in hopes of parting Claire’s com¬ 
pressed lips, but her endeavour having failed she lost coun¬ 
tenance, and sought for a refuge beside Bachelin, who watched 
over her patarnally. She felt sad and discouraged, despite all 
the graceful attentions of the Marchioness, whom she had 
captivated with her simple grace. The poor child’s illu¬ 
sions had been instantly dispelled, and she realised that her 
brother’s happiness was seriously compromised. With her 
precocious common sense she was able to comprehend tho 
distance which sepaf-ated Philippe from haughty, imposing 
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Claire. Slio divined that some unforeseen event could alone 
bring- these two dissimilar beings together. Still she did not 
despair; for with a child’s tenacious faith, she nai'velj^ relied 
on rrovidcnce to dispel all obstacles. 

Tho Marchioness, remembering Bachelin’s confidential 
praise of Philippe, delighted with the enthusiasm of the 
Baron, who had decidedly appropriated the ironmaster, and 
really surprised to find that her neighbour was such a culti¬ 
vated man, had asked M. Derblay if he would remain to 
dinner at tho chtiteau. Claire immediately gave her such a 
look of astonishment and. displeasure, that she asked herself 
if she had not been rather hasty in giving this invitation. On 
consideration, however, she decided she had only acted politely, 
and interpreted Claire’s irritation as a sudden attack of un- 
sociabilily. But Philippe himself promptly furnished a means 
of appeasement. With exquisite, politeness he expressed his 
regret at not being able to profit by the very great favour 
shown him, for pressing business required he should roturn to 
Pout-Avosnes before tho evening set in. 

In reality ho was anxious to leave. Ho had experienced 
acute mental torture during the two hours he had spent on tho 
terrace, listening to the Baron without understanding him, 
with his temples compressed by a vice as it were, and with 
tumultuous thoughts hammering into his brain. Ho could 
endm’O this agony no longer. He had looked forward to this 
interview so imp^ontly, he had dreamt that i1?‘would yield 
him such joy, and yet it had proved one of the most cruel 
moments of his life. Thus,-discouraged and sawlened, ready 
to relinquish his ambitious hopes, he took leave of the inmates 
of the oh-dteau. Claire did not seem to attach any more im¬ 
portance to his departure than to his arrival. She remained 
disdainfully silent, merely acknowledging his respectful bow 
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with a slight iuclination of the head—just as much as sho 
would have granted to a tradesman. 

Philippe’s departure would hare singularly resembled a 
rout, had it not been for the timely help of the allies ho had 
won in the fortress. The Baron’s conduct was a fresh example 
of how profoundly passion can modify character. Abandon¬ 
ing the last vestige of his customary reserve he accompanied 
M. Derblay as far as f^e gate, and shook hands with him as 
vigorously and as.cprmally as if they had boon intimate old 
comrades. On the other hand the Marquis followed Suzanno, 
and by his exti’ome affability towards her brother evinced the 
particular interest he took in herself. Baohelin brought up 
the rear, with Ms eternal portfolio under his arm. At the 
little park gate where his gig was waiting, the old grey horse 
was found philosopMcaUy munching some green loaves. The 
notary helped Philijpo and Suzanne to dimb into the vehiclo, 
while the Baron considerately held the nag’s bridle—of whitih 
there was no need—and the Marquis exchanged a last smile 
with the young gh'l. Baohelin then touched up the horse 
with his whip, the wheels creaked, and the Baron and the 
Marquis cried out in touching unison: “ Au revoir / ■ Till 
we meet again,” 

In a quivering voice, Philippe responded with a “Never,” 
which was fortunately lost in the rattle of the vehiclo. The 
notary, however, abruptly turned round. ^ 

Never ? ’^'said he, “ Never ? Come, my friend, have you 
lost your he?d? "Why should you never return to Beaulieu ?” 

Thus que^oned Philippe ceased to restrain himself, and 
opening his lioart, ho allowed the bitter flood of his mortifica¬ 
tion to pour forth. What was tho use of persovoring in an 
enterprise wHch.as everything indicated was destined to result 
in miserable failure ? He could only encounter unmerited 
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InimlHation and bitter grief. ’Twould be bettor to renounce 
bis luipcs at once, and uproot the evil ere it had time to 
ppi-orid. 

“ But, my dear fellow,” intornipted Bachelln in a sarcastic 
tone, “ what in heaven’s name did you hope for ? The violence 
of your regrets loads mo to suppose that your pretensions were 
very far fetched indeed. Did you imagine that Mademoiselle 
do Beaulieu would throw herself at your head as if she had 
been a grisotto and you a student ? ^ the society you have 
just entered, my dear fellow, sentiments are usually expressed 
in extremely delicate shades of language. There is no glow¬ 
ing enthusiasm, nor any decided antipathy. Everj'thing is 
done with tact and measure. And, besides, you have achieved 
incredible success for a first visit; You made a good im¬ 
pression on both of the men, the Marquis is your fiiend, and 
the Baron is only too eager .to talio charge of your laboratory. 
Einally, the Marchioness, herself, so shifres the general iin- 
Xu-c'stion tliat she invites you to dinner tho very first j^ay. as 
if you wore a friend of twenty years’ standing; and yet you 
comjdain! Como, you are really most unjust! To say the 
truth. Mademoiselle Claire gave you a cold greeting. Wliat 
of that ? It would have been a pretty business indeed if she 
had thrown her arms round your nock. Como, you aro alto¬ 
gether too hasty! Yesterday afternoon the height of your 
ambition was to see and approach her for-a few minutes. You 
have just spent a eouido of hours in her i»mpany, and yet 
you raise a cry of despair, and accuse heaven and earth! 
And you declare besides that you won’t return to the house 
again. Upon my word you must bo mad! To begin Avith, 
you can’t dispense with returning to Beaulieu, unless you 
wish to pass for an ill-bred cub. Besides, will you have suf- ■ 
fifient power over yourself to resist the temptation of offering 
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up your devotion at tlio foot o£ tlio beautiful Claire ? All! my 
dear fellow, bow bappy you are to bo in love! You are 
young, so weep and suffer, it is tbe best part of life. In fact, 
life would be nothing without it, Jbeliovo mo—believe an old 
man, who in his capacity as a notary has heard a good many 
confidential revelations during the last forty years, and who, 
himself, only regrets one thing at the present hour-” 

Bachelin’s face wore an unusually, animated expression, 
and his eyes fairly sparkled. No doubt some very remarkable 
confession was on the point of escaping him when his glance 
lighted on Suzanne, who, whilst attentively listening, was 
pulling to pieces, petal by petal, a lovely rose which the Mar¬ 
quis had culled on the terrace at Beaulieu. Somehow or 
otlior this sight indijced the notary to leave his sentence un¬ 
finished, and whipping up his nag, who was going at a jog 
trot withdiis head between his fore legs, he resumed: “Como, 
take my advice, my dear fellow, return and see the Marchio¬ 
ness. Mademoiselle Claire will shortly have to pass through 
Bonje very cruel trials^ and coming events may greatly change 
her manner towards you. Ah! you no longer say: ‘Never!’ 
That’s something. #o-morrow you wi\l be saying ‘ Always!’ 
But hero we are at Pont-Avesnos. I won’t go in with you. 
I have some pressing work to give my clerks. Come, a good 
appetite, and rosy dreams! ” 

Then, .having shaken hands with Philipi>e and gallantly 
pressed his lips to Suzanne’s fingers, Bacheliu drove swiftly 
down tho principal street of the village and speedily disap¬ 
peared round the corner of the market-place. 

Philippe heaved a sigh and opened the side door of the 
courtyard; then, witli downcast brow, and followed by' his 
sister, who respected Ids muto sadness, he re-entered his homo, 
which he had left so hopefully only a few hours before- 
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The Chateau de la Varonne is one of the finest feudal piles 
rcniuining in France. Baised by Enguerrand d’Estrelles—who 
distinguished himself at Bouvines by- rescuing King Philip 
Aiigustus, when the latter was unhorsed by a Flemish pike- 
man—its pointed towers, with their ornamental leaden roofs, 
had the honour of sheltering the Emperor Charles V. on his way 
to the siege of Nancy. However, during a brusl^wMch took 
place between Turenne and the Imperial forces, prior to the 
illustrious Marshal's sanguinary and savage campaign in the 
Palatinate, ho cannonaded La Varenne with most dojl^ructivo 
effect, and the whilom stronghold remai^d in ruins during the 
reigns of Louis the Well-Beloved and l^uis the Martjr. The 
Eevolution swept by almost powerless to harm it, for scarcely 
any move harm could be done. The citizbns of Besan 9 Cj^ con¬ 
tented themselves with cutting down the trees for firewood 
and stealing the stones for building purposes. Worked like 
a C[uany, the chateau thus furnished walls for more than a 
score of dwellings. A dealer in old metal, living in the dis¬ 
trict, moToovor, appropriated between two and three hundred 
tons of load coming from the roofs, and impudently sold them. 
Naturally enough he made his fortune. 

The l)’EstoUes, who had emigrated with the Comte d’Artois, 
were unable to complain of these depredations. Tliey wei '0 
fighting l)ofoie Mayenoe, cutting^own Biron’s hu8sar<*nd 
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Piclicgru’s grenadiers, with an ardour similar to that which 
gained the battle of Pontenoy. Curiously enough, it was the 
organized pillaging of La Varenne, in which the whole pro¬ 
vince participated, that virtually saved the D’Estrelles froftt 
ruin. The town of Besangon was never able to sell tho La 
Varenne landg as “national property.” No one would have 
dared to purchase them, for fear of the ill-will of tho towns¬ 
folk and peasantry, who wore in the habit of pillaging tho 
estate as if it had been a strip of conquered country. 

However, under the Directory, the D’Estellos were able to 
return to France, thanks to Barras’s protection. They found 
their property fairly sacked, but free, and installed them¬ 
selves in a keeper’s lodge, which they ro-providod wdth doors 
and windows. By carefully managing tlio remnants of their 
patrimony during'the Empire, they were able to scrape some¬ 
thing like a new fortune together, and in the early days of 
the Bostoration, they returned to Paris in a position to keep 
up their rank. Moreover, under the July Monarchy, the head 
of the family espoused tho richly dowered daughter of Claude 
Clu'etien, tho banker, who had just boon created a baron as a 
reward for his pecuniary services. M. d’Estrclles had a 
passion for old-time architecture, and at immense expense he 
caused the chateau of La Vareime to be restored as it was in 
its days of splendour. The lofty walls crowned with battlo- 
mented terraces, the superb towers with their quaintly sculp¬ 
tured gargoyles, rose once more above the trees of tho park. 
The work lasted ton years, and eo.st a stupendous sum. Tlio 
magnificent pile was most tastefully re-fumished. In antici¬ 
pation of tho furore of nowa^ys M. d’EstreUes purchased all 
tho finely carved credences, all the mirrors in splendid frames, 
all tlie most perfect ecclesiastical woodwork of an ornamental 
chai-acter—chefs-d’eouvre oj^,the imago cutters of the Middle 
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—anrl all ilio superb Flanders Inpostiy tliat ho could lay 
Lis liands on. La Varcnne thus Locarno a perfect musouTU, 
full of tlioso artistic riches which wore then so despised, but 
are now so eagerly sought after. This splendid residence 
proved a perfect paradise for the impassioned collector who 
had adorned it with so many marvels. . 

It was porfoctly restored and embellished in all respects 
when M. d’E-strolles died, leaving'it to his son, alieutonarit 
ill tlio Guides. Four years later, however, this 3'oung mad¬ 
cap had mortgaged the estate of La Yaronno for tw'o-thirds 
of its value, and the priceless art collections were about to be 
removed to Purls to bo sold by auction, when M. Moulinot 
appeared on the scene as a purchaser for the whole estate 
and its appurtenances. In view of his daughter’s marriage 
with tlio Buko, he had at first thought of repurchasing the 
domain of Bligny in Tourainn. But his future son-in-law’s 
ancestral homo, after charging hands several times, had fallen 
into the possession of a wealthy manufacturer of polteiy', •' bo 
treated Moulinot’s offers, tempting as they wore, will) al so.a 
disdain. As Bligny could not bo bought, Atbi''>r,;,-,’s fatlui 
fell back on La Varenne, and, everything oon.sii'ierod, ho was 
delighted with his acquisition. Tho vicinity of Beaulieu 
especially pleased him. Ho would find himself enfamille, as 
it were, and pleas.ant neighbourly intercourse would speedily 
follow. * 

It is true that, although Moulinet was a faithful executor 
of tho dark designs which had guided Ids daughter in her 
selection of a husband, ho had no idea of tlie real extent of 
Alhenais’s perfidy. Tho Dukt^ relativo.s might, of course, at 
first turn a cold shoulder to his attempts a!t familiarity, for 
it had certniul)' bcen^ said at one time that Gaston should 
marry his cousin. "With supcrb#gotism, however, ambitious 
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M. Monlinot looked do^vn or tliis ketrotlial as a child isk ftcak. 
Gaston and Olairo had hcon “littlo hushand” and “little 
■wife at an ago 'when Iho heart has not yot developed a true 
jiower of feeling, when the mind wanders hero iuid there 
without aim or plan. The chocolate-maker did not admit that 
this engagement, contracted at the outset of life, could have 
I'f&ulted in a deep attachment, even on tho part of one of the 
hdrotbed. Ho himself haS boon bound by childish pronii.ses 
to tho juvenile dauglitor of a carpenter, in tho Euo do la For- 
ronnorie, at the time when ho was a potty clerk employed by a 
v liolesalo dniggist in tho Euo des Lombards. This carpenter’s 
(bnigliter, whom he had epdto forgotten, had ultimately 
je '.riiod a butcher, doing business on tho Place des Innocents, 
:iiid CIO day ho had caught sight of her—fat and ruddy, with 
wliite iincu slcovo-protectors on lior arms, and an Astrakan 
' bipc't .i7cr her shouldors—as she weighed some mutton chops 
ibe I'tM.'].'' brn“s .scales. In tho meanwhile he, Moulinet, 
i.ad ' iihlbonairo and resided in a superb mansion on 

’J r, ijo'.!l..v':!rci Male.shorl!e.,. What connection could there be 
; A cm. i>, judge ef tho Tribunal of Commerce and this buxom 
. lUciicross. radi.ant with health? Life had nipped their 
foolisli ideas, and by separating thorn, had sot them both in 
their right place. Was it not tho same with Mademoiselle 
do EeaulLon and the Duke ? United, they woidd have hoen 
mutually condemned to impoverished circunfstaneos. Parted, 
they might both retrieve their fortunes. Tho Duke being 
provided for, Claire woidd certainly succeed in manying 
advantageously; and besides ho, Moulinet, would oti'er all 
tho .kelii in his power. After all, perhaps, tho fooling 
uppermost in the chocolate-maker’s mind was that of his 
own good pleasure. Bligny suited h^ as a son-in-law, and 
a man who had taken fortune by storm was not .to be pro- 
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vented from doing,as lie pleased. He had decided that 
lus daughter shoxild he a dudliess; it must he so, and so it 
■would be. 

The grandiose aspect of the CMteau de 1 % Varonne had, 
moreover, prodigiously flattered Moulinpt’s vanity. The battle- 
mented towers, the drawbridges, the sojemn belfry which 
gravely chimed the hours, pleased this paryenu immensely. 
Pulfed up by pride this enrich^ trader considered himself 
fittingly at home in the lofty guard-room, on the walls of 
wliich were painted the esoutcheons of all, the iflustrious 
families related by aJlianoe to the ancient hoime of Estrelles. 
Ho even had the impudence to install himself in the room that 
the Emperor Charles V. had occupied*—an apartment which 
had been restored 'vvith scrupulous ejmetitude—and it was 
with unparalleled satisfaction that: he snored in the chamber 
where the victor of iPavia had slept. > On hearing tlie old 
servants of* the chateau call his apartment the Emperor’s 
room, he forgot the recent restoration and the purchase of now 
furniture. Ho imagined that the floor and the walls wore 
precisely the same as when the Kaiser sojourned for a few 
hours at La V&renhO} and hence he chose tliis room for his 
own use. He stretched his plolteian limbs in the colonnaded 
bed, pompously raised on a platform and hung with curtains 
of Venetian point, and he ofttimes proudly remarked: 
“ Charles V. used to wiud up my clock.” Indeed he sinoorely 
imagined that fte great Emperor, ^ent his whole lifetime in 
regulating clocks, whereas it is well known thatfliis fancy 
ouly seized hold of him at Saiut-IustJ when Mi powerful mind 
sought relief fi’o m m eariaess. ■ « 

For Athena^"Wo oared less than her father about satis¬ 
fying vanity#,yithe ch|^eau was but a threatening fortress, 
whence she. wight pounce down upon her enemy. In her 
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O3OS tho groat charm of La Varcnno was that its inoad 
and splendid towers rose within a distance of two Icfiguos 
from Beaulien. From this estate she would command the 
situation, and here she might wait at ease and choose her own 
time to deal a deadly blow^JSit the girl she hated with all tho 
strength of hor soul. As’^oon as she was installed at tho 
chateau after the signing of the deed drawn up by Bachelin, 
she skilfully made inquiri^, and leamt that tho Baroness 
do Prefont was at Beaulieu with Claire. An adversary the 
more did not intimidate her, however; on the contrary, sho 
rejoiced at tho thotlght of humiliating proud Mademoiselle do 
Beaulieu iu tho presence of Madame de Prdfont. • 

Moulinet and Ath^nafs had been residing for three days at 
tho chateau, and after repeatedly exploring his park, kitclum- 
guiden, stahlcs, and household ofQ,ces in detail, the now lord 
of La Varenno was beginning to feel at a groat loss what to 
do with himself on his estate, when a special messenger came 
from tho lounwith a telegram announcing tho arrival of 
the Duke, uho had not been expected so soon. This inteUi- 
genro djsi>leasod AtMnais oxcoedingly. She feared that 
tho Duk(i might try to prevent the execution of her plans. 
Indeed Gaston would surely wish to spare the feelings of his 
relatives, and seriously oppose anything that she might 
attempt in view of humiliating Claire. Athfeai's, accord¬ 
ingly, decided to act before Bligny could interfere. Tho 
telegram stated that he would arrive at La Tarenne at 
three o’dock the same afternoon. Thus there was not a 
moment to hS lost. 

Moylinet, still carelessly crumpling the telegram in his 
hand, was walking up and down the superb parterre which 
extended in front of tho chSteau, w^en his daughter, 
arrayed in a bewitching toilette, came towards him, veiling 
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her fixed dotoimluation under a semblance of cheerful 
liveliness. 

"Well, papa, -we must go to the Chateau de Beaulieu this 
afternoon,” she said with a smile. 

“ And why this afternoon ? ” asked Moidinot in surprise. 
“The Duke is coming, so wouldn’t it be better to wait for 
him ? Under his auspices wo shall bo much bettor received. 
Let him introduce us to his relatives himself.” 

“ No, tliat would never do,” replied AtMnais with a calm 
expression. “ There is no need of any cat’s-paw between 
Claire do Beaulieu and me; and, in fact, she might rightly 
e.xiu'oss surprise, at my not informing her of my marriage 
myself. Besides, between you and mo. Monsieur do Bligny 
would be rather awkwardly situated, and I think ho would 
fool grateful if wo smoothed the way and saved him the 
annoyance attaching to the first interview. When onco the 
situation is. well defined there will bo no reverting to old 
plans, and everything will be for the best. I don’t suppose 
you fear being badly received ? ” 

“ Badly received! ” cried Moulinet, drawing himself up to 
his full height and resolutely plunging his hand-s into his 
trousers pockets. “A man in my position, an ox-Judgo of 
the Tribunal of Commerce, is never badly received! If wo 
did not live under such a worthless governinont, if there were 
a Coiu’t at the Tuilcries or elsewhere, I should go there as 1 
go into my own house. Badly received, indeed! By folks 
who haven’t sixty thousand francs a year left, perhaps! That 
would bo singnilar and no mistake! Wait a moment! I’ll 
give orders to have tire grand barouche got ready, and the 
footmen shall wear their gala liveries.” 

“ No, no, papa,” interrupted Athenais. “ The usual 
liveries, please, aud a victoria. Don’t lot us displav our for- 
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tuuo. The richer -wo are the more modest we ought to show 
oursel-TOS. People would laugh/'+ /HoiOiiv hut they wiil 
praise our s implicity 

“Do you think so?” asked Moulinet regretfully. “But 
it seemed to mo that the livery breeches and silk stockings 
would have created a favourable impression. Ilowevei’, I le.ive 
tlio matter in yoiu’ hands. You are a girl of taste, and aro 
acc^uainted with the customs of high society. Got ready, and 
I will go to the stables* and give the noceesary orders.” 

A quarter of an hour later Athenai's and her father, seated 
in a pair-horse victoria, wei-e.driving through a doud of dust 
along the road to Beaulieu. 

Forgetful of the resolution ho had formed in a moment of 
discouragement, Philippe had returned to the.Chateau do 
Beaulieu. To tell the truth, the Baron had not allowed him 
to sedude himself. On the moi-row of Philippe’s visit to the 
Mardiionoss M. do Pr 4 font, who imitated the sixteenth Louis 
in his passion for moohanieal art, had reached the ironwoiks 
at an early hour, and, taking ofE liis coat and roUiug up his 
.shirt-sleeves, had soon put himself in such a state that 
PhUippo was obliged to lend him a change of clothes and 
keep him to limch. After that he could scarcely help seeing 
him back to Beaulieu. Philippe had furnished himself with 
such excellent reasons to excuse what ho called his weakne.ss, 
that he experienced no discomfort on reaching the terrace, 
whore he had spent two hours of mortal agony only the day 
before. It is true that Claire had shown herself as frigid 
and as indifferent as at the first intoiviow', but her haughty, 
disdainful attitude, in lieu of disconcerting the ironmaster, on 
this occasion only irritated him; and the more Mademoiselle 
do Beaulieu iiretended to ignore his presence, the more deter¬ 
mined he became to compel her to notice him. 
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Tho MarcHoncgs ■nras oae of tliose fortunate tromen on 
■whom nature has bestowed on admirably balanced disposition. 
As she appeared one day, so she appeared on the morrow. 
She had been pleased with Philippe at once, and the opinion 
she had formed of him.wottld never change. Thus she greeted 
him with her usual affability and put him completely at his 
case. 

The little Baroness, who was curious to study the character 
of a man whom she had pictured in her.imagination as a 
kind of Cyclops, displayed for M. Derblay’s benefit all tho 
gracosDf her frivolously vivacious mind. She found Philippe 
amiable, though he made no effort to please, and interesting 
in his conversation, although he was in nowise pretentious. 
Accordingly, she declared him to be as solid morally as phy¬ 
sically, and began to esteem him greatly. As for the Mar¬ 
quis, he had met a most delightful companion in Suzanne. 
They engaged together in temhle games of billiards and 
Dutch top, in which even the more serious-minded inmates of 
the cluitoan did not disdain to take part at times. 

On the day that Moulinet and Ath4nais set out for Beaulieu 
it chanced that a -warmly disputed game of croquet had been 
commenced between the Baroness and Octavo on tho one side 
and Suzanne and the Baron on the other. The battle-field was 
a lawn Ijung between the groat iron entrance-gate and the 
domestic offices. The Marchioness and Claire, -n'lio took no 
interest in the pastime, sat together in the drawing-room, and 
as the windows were open they could hear tho thuds of the 
mallets and the exdamatioHS of the players whenever a 
skilfid or an un’ue^ stroke turned the chances of victory. 
Iffiilippo and Baehelin, who had been appointed umpires, 
followed the balls and gravely measured the distances ■with a 
foot-rulo whenever any dispute arose. Having attentively 
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and conscientiously followed the game, they were about to 
award the victory to the fearon and Suzanne, W'hen the atten¬ 
tion of players and umpires alike was attracted hy a vehicle 
which drew up abruptly in front of the iron gate. At the 
same time a footman pulled at the bell, which responded with 
a sonorous peal. Doubt was no longer possible, some visitors 
were awaiting adniission. 

In a second, like a flight of frightened birds, the players 
decamped, hastened up the steps and reached the drawing¬ 
room just as a servantVith a card oft a silver salver was 
approaching „the Marchioness. Madame de'Beaulieu adjusted 
her glasses, glanced at the card, and raising her head with an 
air of great astoni^iment, exclaimed: Monsieur and Made¬ 
moiselle Moulinet! ” ’" 

Silence ensued, so solemn that it seemed as if -evepyhody 
present had divined that some seriotBs event was oft the point 
of happening. The Baroness was the first to recover her self- 
possession, and clapping her hands together, she muttered, 
“ This is really mucih'! ” 

“What can these people want?’?^ asked Mad am e do 
Beaulieu quietly. 

As no one else seemed desirous of speaking, Bachelin ven¬ 
tured to intervene: “ Dear me, Madame la Marquise,” said ho, 
“ as Monsieur and Mademoiselle Moulinet are new-eomers in 
the district, they have prohahly thought it only polite to call 
on their neighhours. You know that it is the custom to do 
BO. They have aocdrdingly oommenced with the chateau, which 
was only just and natural, for the Beaulieu family is one of 
the oldest and most important in the province. Besides, did 
not Monsieur Moulinet assert that his daughter had long been 
acquainted with Mademoiselle Claire? I think that those 
reasons are more than suffident to explain his visit.” 
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“I supj)os0, aunt/’ exclaimed tie Baroness impetuously, 
“ that you are not going to submit' to the familiarity of tho 
Moulinets P There can’t be anything in common between you 
and them. The father is an extremely common individual, 
not to say vulgar; and as for the daughter, she is certainly 
tho most dangerous little pest in the world. It is just like 
these parvenus to imagine they are going to procure them¬ 
selves an introduction into society in the same way as they 
have purchased a chateau, thanks to their millions! But don’t 
lend a hand to it, aunt; be brave, and resist this attempt at 
burglary! ” 

“I fancy, my dear,” said the Baron coldly, “that your 
aunt knows very well how she ought to act, and that she has 
no need of your advice.” 

The Marchioness, however, was nodding her head with per¬ 
plexity. Plainly enough she was gjiSitly annoyed, and this 
was not surprising, for with her indolent nature she held aU 
complications and difficulties in horror. At length she turned 
towards her daughter, who had remained motionless and 
silent, as if taking no’interest in the controversy. “ Claire,” 
asked Madame de Beaulieu, “what do you think I ought 
to do ?” 

'‘Mon Him, mother,” replied the young gii-l calmly, “it 
seems to me rhther difficult to dose our door to Monsieur and 
Mademoiselle Moulinet. We should have to find some pre¬ 
tence for doing so, and what one could we employ? We 
could hardly say that we are not at home, for they must have 
seen those ladies and gendemen playing at* croquet on the 
lawn. We were at the window ourselves. To say simply 
that you don’t receive, would be an impolite way of acknow¬ 
ledging what is after all a vidt of courtesy. Would it bo 
worthy of us? I don’t think-so. My idea is that you ought 
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to receive tliem; but once this visit over, I should not go any 
farther. Isn’t that your opinion too ? ” 

Yes, child, you are right; we willodo as you say. Octavo, 
tell the servant to answer that we receive.” 

A moment later Monsieur and Mademoiselle Moulinet 
entered the drawing-room of the Chateau de Beaulieu. Every 
woman has ip a varying degree tho stuff of an aeti'ess in her 
nature; and thus, despite Afhenai's’s great emotion and the 
rapid boating of her heart, she curtailed the embarrassment 
of tho first moment by an extremely audacious movement. 
With extended hands, a smile on her lips and joyously spark¬ 
ling eyes, she advanced towards Mademoiselle de Beaulieu^ 
threw her arms round her neck as if she were some dearly 
treasured friend, and boldly exclaimed; “ Ah I my beautiful 
Claire, how happy I am, to see you! ” 

This effusion caused Mademoiselle de Beaulieu such sur¬ 
prise that, despite her usual presence of mind, she was unable 
to articulate a word of reply. Meanwhile AthSnai's, profiting 
by her advantage, turned towards the MareliaouesB, and curt¬ 
seying with perfect deference and modesty, resumed: “ It is 
a very great joy for me, Madame la Marq[ui8e, to find myself 
near Mademoiselle de Beaulieu again. Since I have known 
her-r-and I have known her long,” she added, smiling most 
affectionately at Claire, “ I have always endeavoured to imi¬ 
tate her in every respect. I do not think it would be possible 
to find a more perfect model.” 

“ To imitate me merely?” said Claire quietly. “ You are 
really modest.” 

“ And this is certainly the first time you happen to be so,” 
muttered the Baroness, stepping forward. 

As Athonai's perceived Madame de PrSfont, hSr, delight 
seemed to overleap all bounds; but she did not venture to 
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throw herself into the arms of petulant* vivacious Sophie. 
She had too often left them badly punished, to risk in public 
the consequences of such a close embrace. Who knew but 
what this madcap might pubUdy inflict on her one of those 
humiliations which'overtum the,best combined plans, and snap 
asunder aU the threads of the web most-cunningly contrived? 
Thus Athena'is prudently contented heaSsJf with- ft vigorous 
shake of the hand which made hear Iwaoelets |ingle, at the 
same time mitigating this rehdive oddness by ithe warmth 
of her affectionate language. She was doubly happy, she de- 
dared; she had not hoped to meet dear d’Henneoouit also! 

Not having boon invited to Sophie’s wedding,>1me pretended 
to be quite ignorant of it, and thus addressed Madame do 
Profont by her mdden name. To put a stop to this skilful 
equivocation Sophie had to introduce the Bartm to AthenaYs, 
who found some honeyed 'St^ords to congratulate M. de Prefont 
on having choSen such a chaming wife. Manoeuvring on this 
battle-field, so full of obstacles and ambuscades, with the skill 
and composure %f a great tactidan, Mademoisdlo Moulinet 
paralyzed her adversaries by her audacity, stupefied her father 
by her presence of mind, and gave every one a very high 
opinion of her inteHigenoe. Sophie and Olaire were obliged 
to admit that she w^s a far more redoubtable foe than they 
had imagined. 

In two years this young person had wonderfully improved. 
She had become very pretty in the face. Ea&er short, per¬ 
haps, and with a certain tendency to stoutness, which lent her 
au air of deceitful but pleasing nonchalance^ she had an 
abundant crop of jet bkcic hair and mdst expressive blue 
eyes. It is true that her hands—moased in long gloves of 
Swedish kid, which disappeared under the ruches of hor 
(deove, tight fittmg at the elbow—woro of plebeian dimensions, 
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just like her fest^yhioh were apparent under her short skii-t; 
and, on being attentively examined, die seemed rather vulgar. 
But at the first glance she was certainly prepossessing- 

Moulinet had for some minutes remained in mute ecstasy, 
thinking to himself that his daughter w^s certainly a superior 
little being, bom specially to be a dudiess. His excessive 
admiration suddenly made him feel sentimental. He thought 
of his poor "defunct Trife, wh® wotdd have been so delighted 
and so adohidied, could sl^ have Only seen her daughter. 
This Conjugtd mnotion brought a tear to the chocolate-maker’s 
eyes, and he drew forth a huge pocket-handkerchief and blew 
his nose with a terrible noise. A reproving glance from 
Ath^nhYs r^alled him to the necessities of the situation, and 
reminded him that noses should be blown with moderation in 
aristocratic somety. Thereupon, leaning towards the Mar¬ 
chioness, with his arms curved and hia hat pressed against 
his heart,' “ Mademoiselle de Beaulieu and Madame,” he said 
—at the satne time indicating .the Baroness—“ were my 
daughter’s schoolfellows at tiiO ‘ Sacred Heart.’ I have 
always congratulated myself, and I do so more than ever to¬ 
day, on having sent Ath6naYs to that estabiishment, which is 
undoubtedly the best Of its kind in Paris. The young persons 
who are sent there receive a first-class eduoi^on, and at the 
same time make most desirable aoquaintancilw’ 

A smile escaped the Marchioness, and looking at Moulinet: 
“ So I perceive*?’ she said, with a touch of irony, unnoticed by 
the chocolat»*!uaker,.though'it made Athena'is turn pale with 
impotent rage. 

" As for myself, Madame la Marquise,” continued Moulinot, 
delighted with this encouragement, “ I am greatly touched 
by the favour you have done me in allowing me to present 
you my homage. I owed it you for more reasons than one. 
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first as a new-comer in tlie district, whei^p I have recently 
purchased some property.” 

The Marchioness exchanged a glance with Bachelin, who 
made a gesture implying, “ What did I tell you ? ” whereupon 
Madame de Beaulieu responded with a nod, as much as to 
say, “ You were right.” 

“ Some very important property,” resumed Moulinet, who 
had been momentarily disconcerted by this exchange of signs, 
“ La Varenne—belonging to the D’Estelles. I was not per¬ 
sonally anxious for it, but my daughter, w}io ha« g^eat baow- 
lodge of established usages, made me understand that land is 
the necessary complement of a great fortune like mine. Be¬ 
sides, let me confess it to you, Madame la Marquise, I am 
liberal in my ojnnions, but I only understand intercourse with 
the aristocracy.” Thereupon, filliping the collar of his white 
waistcoat with eighteenth-century grace, he nniled encourag¬ 
ingly aU round. 

The lookers-on were stujjefied, and Ath6nais was so crushed 
by her father's monstrous TOlgarity, that, heaving a sigh, she 
sank helplessly on to an arm-chair.. 

The Marchioness on this occasion displayed aU the tact 
incumbent on her as mistress of ihe house, mingled with the 
veiled impertiMnce of a real great lady. She did not wish 
that Moulinet Sbuld realise how severely he was Judged, and 
yet she was unable to renounce the pleasure of indulging in a 
few delicate epigramg . Thus she enacted an exquisite Httlo 
comedy for those who were able to imderstand the situation. 

“ Believe me, monsieur,” she said to Moulinet, I amgreatly 
touched by the sentiments you express with such candid sim- 
plicity. They are worthy of a man who has risen by his 
intelligtnce to such a position as yours.” 

Moulinet, wl^o was delighted with this reply, in which he 
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failed to detect an under-current of irony, considered the 
Marchioness to be really a most worthy woman, and decided 
to treat her with especial regard. He fancied himself on the 
high-road jto intimacy and thought ho had only to clap lys 
liands together and cry “It’s settled.” “ That’s how I am! ” 
he exclaimed expansively. “ j^id if my character suits your 
fancy, Madame la Marquise, vhy I think wo shall get on 
swimmingly together.” 

The Baroness, who was so exasperated that sho could barely 
remain calm, now rose and drew Philippe towards the roeoss 
of a window, where she eased herself in some measure by 
exclaiming: “ That man’s a perfect monster! ” 

As for Moulinet, who perceived he had created an im¬ 
pression, though he had no notion that it was an un^vourablo 
one, he rattled on in the same bland, self-sufficient style: 
“ The estate of La Varenne,” said he, “ is of very consider¬ 
able extent. You know the castle, no doubt ? You know that 
it is historical ? I occupy the room where Charles tho Fifth 
slept, according to what has been told me. Yes, Madame la 
Marquise, I sleep in an^emporor’s bed.” Then, with a gesture 
of affected modesty, the ex-judge of the Tribunal of Commerco 
added; “Upon my soul I’m none the prouder for it.” 

This time, Athenais could no longer restrain herself. She 
perceived that her father had in a few npnutds compromised 
her chances. So, abruptly rising, with a changed expression 
of face and a wicked look in her oj'-es, she dryly exclaimed : 
“ Papa, ask Madame la Marquise to show you her beautiful 
terrace. It seems a lovely view can be had from it.” 

With these words, and so as to curtail her father’s effu¬ 
sions, sho resolutely walked towards tho glass door facing the 
steps. The Marchioness rose, showing Moulinet tho way, and 
every one else followed. Claire came the last, looking as 
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thouglitful as if hJio divined some approaclilng catastrophe. 
Just as she passed out of the drawing-room and was about to 
put her foot on the first step, she found herself face to face 
with Atlienais, who, having skilfully contrived to leave the 
others, was retm’ning towards her. Claire involuntarily 
stopped back. The eyes of the two girls met. Those of 
Mademoiselle de BoauUou wore a look of questioning astonish¬ 
ment, while those of Ath^na'ts had a serious and almost 
threatening expression. 

“ Suppose we step'indoors said Mademoiselle Monlinet, 

faking a stop towards the drawing-room. 

“'Willingly,”, replied Mademoiselle de Beaulieu, with 
a suddeu pain at her heart. “You wish to speak to 
me?” 

Cortaiu now that the crisis she had divined was imminent, 
Claire at once recovered all her self-possession and energy. 
She drew her beautiful figure up to its full height, and suro 
alike of her heart and mind she awaited with superb confi- 
d('nce the attack of her implacable enemy. 

“ You don’t know how pleased I am to find myself alone 
v ith you,” said Ath^nnis, without answering Mademoiselle de 
Beaulieu’s question. “ Sinco we lost sight of each other two 
years ago, I have reflected a groat deal and seen a groat deal. 
I have acquired sonje little experience, and my feelings have 
greatly changed. For instance, Bit the convent, wo wore not 
precisely good friends.” 

“But-” began Claire, with a frown^and a gosturo of 

haughty protest. 

“ Oh! don’t say the contrary! ” resumed Ath4nais quickly, 
“ I did not like you. I was jealous of you; I can own it now. 
I have risen sufficiently since then to have the right of being 
frank without appearing humble. But if I didn’t like you, I 
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instinctively admired you, and my dream ■vras to become 
your equal.” 

“ My equal! ” exclaimed Claire with a bitter smile. " Why, 
I am of such little account! You edipse mo, I assure you, 
Judge yourself more fairly—beauty, elegance, luxury—yon 
have everything that can be obtained-” ^ 

“Everything, yes,” said AthSnais coldly; “everythiilg 
excepting h name! ” 

“But, dear me,” rejoined Claire with seeming 8imi)litity; 
“ a name can be easily bought nowadays. There are titles at 
all prices, petty, ones, average 8nes, and high ones. If you 
really care for a handle to your name, you can secure yourself 
the best in the market. Your means will allow you,to do so ” 

“ True,” replied Athenals, trying to steady her voice, which 
was beginning to tremble with anger, “And, in fact, just 
now there is a question of piy marrying——” 

“Indeed! But that’s delightful. Allow me to congratulate 
you sincerely.” 

“But I wish for something more |han congratulations, 
from you.” 

“ Indeed! And whatj pray ? ” askedfOlaire in astonishment. 

“ A little advice.” 

‘ ‘ Advice—ahont what ? 

“About my marriage.^’ 

“ You are really too flattering! BEow con I advise you on 
your family affairs? I should he greatly emharrassod to 
do so, for we know eadi other so littl^ Could yon not dis¬ 
pense with my opinion ? ” 

“ No, it isn’t possible,” answered Athfcais gravely. 

“ Well, I no longer understand yon,” rejoined Claire, who 
felt troubled despite herself, 

“ Listen to me attentively,” resumed Mademoiselle Mouh'net, 
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“It is really worth your while. The marriage proposed to 
me is a very graud one, a great deal above what I might 
expect in my position, and it ech'pses all my hopes. It is a 
question of my wearing a coronet- " 

“ A prince’s coronet? ” asked daire, trying to smile. 

“No, only a ducal one,” replied Ath^nais, giving her rival 
a keen look. “If this marriage came off I should be a 
duchess.” 

On hearing this, Mademoiselle de Beaulieu shuddered. It 
seemed to her as if a veil that had hung before her mind had 
been suddenly tom aside. She instantly divined what her 
relatives had been hiding from her so carefully and so long. 
She did not doubt for a moment but that Gaston was fhe suitor 
MademoiseUe Moulinet had spoken of. His delay, his silence 
were all explained, and a feeling of bitter anguish came over 
her. A flow of blood caused her heart to expand, her 
beautiful face turned deadly pale, and a sigh of despair died 
away on her lips. 

Athenalis perceived this sudden change with fiendish delight. 
She exulted at the sight of Claire’s anguish, and noted with 
rapture the precipitate beating of her temples. It was a 
delicious pleasure to be able to repay with one blow all the 
humiliation she had undergone during the last quarter of an 
hour. But, on seeing Claire motionless and iqsr cold, she 
feared she might faint, and thus escape her ere "the hateful 
revelation was completed. “ You don’t ask me my suitor’s 
name ? ” she said, still scrutinizing her rival, who stood half- 
staggering beside her with her eyes gazing ipto space. 

“N—o,” stammered Mademoiselle de Beaulieu, uncon¬ 
scious of what she answered, so absorbed was she in her sad 
reflections. 

“ But I must tell you who he is,” replied Athenais. “ It is 
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my duty to do so.” And tlien, taking her time as if she 
■wished to choose the best place for her thrast, ghe slowly 
added, “ He is the Due de Bhgny.” 

Claire expected the blow, for all her illusions were aheady 
dispelled, and she felt certain of the Duke’s faithlessness. 
StiU the name of Bligny, which was to have been hers, 
coming as it did from Ath^nais, made her quiver with anguish, 
ghe remained motionless, not daring to try and speak, for she 
feared her voice woiild fail her. With trembling hands and 
parched lips she drained the bitter cup of mortification to the 
very dregs. 

Monsieur ae Bligny is your relative,” resumed Athenais, 
who was exasperated by her rival’s mournful impassibility. 
“ Ho was your companion in childhood; and I hiive even heard 
it said that there was some question of marrying you together*. 
Under these circumstances—^you will understand it now—I 
thought it only right on my part to come to you loyally, and 
consult you.” 

Mademoiselle de Beaulieu fanded she tould discern a ray 
of hope in Ath6naTs’s seemingly genero.us words. Perhaps 
matters were not so far advanced as sho had imagined. Ac¬ 
cordingly she regained her courage, and deteWnined to fight 
on till the last extremity. “Consult me?” she said, “ and 
respecting what? ” ’ »i'* 

“ Why. respecting the Duke’s position jn reference to your¬ 
self,” answered Mademoiselle Moulinet with apparent sim¬ 
plicity.- “You,-will understand, if it were really true that 
you were engaged to each other, you might abcuse me of 
carrying off your betrothed. The Duke has asked for my 
hand; but I’m by no means in love with him. In fact I 
scarcely know him. He or another, what do I cai'e ?—Come, 
be frank with me. Do you love him ? Would you feel hurt 
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or CTon simply displeased if I married him?—^Tou have only 
to say the irord and I will engage to break off the match.” 

Perhaps, if Claire had courageously confessed her love, 
Atbenals would have allowed herself tlie supreme satisfaction 
of playing the generous, and would have renounced her 
ambition, in view of eruahing Mademoiselle de Beaulieu all 
the better. For an instant the fate of these two girls 
trembled in the balance. But Claire Only remembered one 
sentence of all that idademoiselle MOulinot had said: “The 
Duke has asked for my hand.” As she recalled It a burning 
blush rose to her forehead, and, determined to die rather than 
own her love for Gaston, she exerted all her will to master her 
voice and eyes aind assume an air of (juiet seli-'potsSssion. 

“ Thank yott,” she said, with a cold smile. “ Jilit you may 
rest assured that,I am not a girl to be forsaken and slighted. 
Don’t think that the Duke would marry any one else if we 
were really engaged. No! But in childhood it is the custom 
among cousins—^your relatives betroth and marry you be-t 
twoen two smiles. ' It is a childish pastime and nothing more. 
But reason comes wiih age, and the requirements of life soon 
upset all those little plansj The Duke has asked for your 
hand, you say? ' Many him by all means.. It would really 
havo been a pity if you had not been united, for you are 
worthy of each other.” “ 

Ath6nalf8 turned polo at she heard this branding taunt. 
With one thrust Gaire had revenged herself for all the 
agony sho had endured. Th<^ looked at each other with 
deadly smiles, carrying on the struggle wi& eveiy outward 
form of courtesy.’ It was like a battle waged with golden 
pins, which' penetrated into the flesh as sharply and as 
dangerously as daggers. It was like a combat with fans, 
fingered smilingly although their perfidious fluttering was as 
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insulting as blows. A woman’s warfare in trutb,—each 
attack combined with re^ed science, and the victory so 
ardently disputed, that both ooxabatants would be cruelly 
wounded ere it was won. 

“So there is really nothiijg to kaiuoy you in this mar¬ 
riage?” resumed Mademoiselle injecting subtle 

venom into the wounds idle had-inflicted. How hapjjy your 
answer ma%8.m,e! Saiinkj* what a --dream it is! Your 
relative, reaiyfouir equal jmw, ^d a duehws as weUI ” 

“ Just what yipiu deserve! ” said Claire ironically. 

“Let me kiss you!” cried Ath&iais, darting at her rival 
and catching het by the neck as if she wished to bite her. 
Mademoiselle de Beaulieu oflered no resistance, and Ath4nai's 
was able to print on her enemy’s cheek the most h ypocritica l 
kiss that ever emanated from woman’s lips. Then looking 
gravely at Mademoisdle do Beaulieu, she exclaimed: “You 
must know that, ySott have a sincere, devoted friend in me.” 

Claire had sudident strength to answer: “You have just 
given me convincing proof of that.” And then feding that 
her limbs were failing her, she sank.on to Ihe sbfii. 

It fortunately happened that when the Baremess noted tho 
prolonged absence of the ^yals, she. became nervous, and, 
suspecting some act of perfidy on AthdnaYs’s part, she returned 
as soon as possible to.the hc^e.; At this moment, indeed, she 
entered the drawiag-roqta, and when at-the first glanco she 
perceived Claire so pale and crudied, and AtMnais erect and 
radiant, she divined in a great pleasure what had taken 
, place. , V. , 

“ Wliy, what have you two been doing, shut up in here for 
the last half-hour?” she asked; and then leaning towards 
her cousin sho anxiously added: “ What is tho matter? ’’ 
Madomoisello de BeauHou made no audible reply, but with 
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a gestiu’o of despair slie pointed to Ler rival, who was com¬ 
posedly imttiug on he' gloves again, like a duellist who has 
just killed his adversary. This supplicating appeal for assist¬ 
ance quite upset the Baroness. Anger flew to her brain, her 
tiny ears became fiery red, and darting towards Mademoiselle 
Moulinet with a tlireatening gesture, she showed her the door 
exclaiming: “ You will just please go- ” 

But ere she had tiino to finish her phrase, Athenals, with 
wonderful presence of mind, intervened so ingeniously that 
one might have supposed she did not understand these w'ords 
as an insulting order to quit the premises. “ Yes, I am going 
—to join my father t>n the terrace,” she said 5 and ^eu turn¬ 
ing to Claire: “ Till by-and-by.” 

Thereupon composedly and leisurely, so as to show that 
she was victoriQus and abandoned the battle-field which bo- 
longed to her of her own free-wriU, she advanced to the glass 
door and left the room. 



vm. 

MademoiseuiE Mottlinet had hardly disappeared, ■when 
Claire, hounding to her feet, sprang to'wards the Baroness, 
her eyes all aflame -with the-rage she no longer had need to 
restrain^ “You inew it—you knew that he was going to 
marry! ” she cried. “"Why did you not teU me of it ? ” And 
as Madame de Pr^foat remained silent in her astonishment, 
“Betrayed! Forsaken! ” resumed Mademoiselle do Beaulieu, 
wringing her hands in a paroxysm of mad despair, “and for 
whom ? For that creature ? And you allowed mo to learn it 
from her lips ! She was left free to deal me such a blow! 
But you were her accomplices then! Isn’t there one among 
you that loves me? • And he—he ;—for money! The 
scoundrel! ” . • 

Dismayed by the sight of this furious grief, the Baroness 
tried to calm her cousin. “Oh! Claire,” she cried, “for 
Heaven’s sake be calm. You frighten me! ” 

But Mademoiselle de Beaulieu had lost' all power over 
herself. Her violent nature, so long kept under control, had 
dashed every restraint aside. The efforts she had made 
during that horrible interview now seemed to her so many 
cowardly acta of weakness. She asked herself with stupe¬ 
faction, how she had been able to forbear hurling all tho 
insults that now rose to her lips, at the head of the girl who 
had so impudently exulted in her anguish. She regretted 
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sho had not struck her and dealt her grievous ’(rounds. Ho* 
ciios -were full of exasperation at the thought that her lover 
had been stolen from her; her fury disregarded all social 
conventionalities; she had no care for “what others might 
think, but strode to and feo, stamping on the floor, feverish 
with excitement, and deaf to the appeals of reason. The 
blood of the old barons who meted out justice, high and bw, 
was boiling in Mademoiselle de Beaulieu’s veins, and sho 
dreamt of inflicting infamous cruel torturelf upon hor hated 
rival. , 

At last, however, the consciousness that she was powerless 
returned to her, and crushed her again. She reaflifeed that 
all hor hopes were destroyed, that no prospect of revenge 
existed. Her overstramed nerves suddenly relaxed, and with 
her bosom beaming with sobs of anguish and tears fast 
streaming down lier face, she fell into the Baroness’s arms. 
“Ah! How miserable I am!” she ‘stammered, “how 
miserable! ” 

Madame de Pr^font, who was deeply grieved, pressed hor 
cousin to her bosom, and supported her heavy head upon 
her shoulder. Then, in the geiitle language which ^mothers 
TTse to quiet the sorrow and allay the sufferings of children, 
she endeavoured to stanch the wounds in Claire’s lacerated 
heart. The poor girl wept despairingly; but at least her 
tears did her good service, for they washed away the venom 
which Ath6nats had injected into hCr wounds and mitigated 
their excruciating paiu. As Madejpoiselle. do Beaulieu re¬ 
covered consciousness, she blui^ed at the tHought that sho 
had given way to BU<di excessive rage. Now, hor only objoct 
was to master her feelings; galling though they were, and by 
a supreme effflrt of pride she succeeded in doing so. 

When the Marchioness reached the drawing-room—terrified 
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by an aanouncemont which, Mouliaet had just confided to her, 
sho found her daughter, if sot resigned—resignation was 
so far impossible—at all erents courageous and dignified. 
Breathless with millgled hftsto and emotion, Madame do 
Beaulieu gazed m affright at CSairO, who was still livid and 
trembling. Ihen, after sftSMng for some words which failed 
her in her agitation, shti threw' h^eU into her daughter’s 
arms, sobbing pitOoimly, *' Ah! my |K)or, poor child! ” 

“You knftw it, mot^ ?” ashed ^aire, tie tears starting 
from her eyes afresh. * 

“The father has told me everything thiii very moment; 
and when X think,” cried the MarohioneBS, raising her arms 
to heaven in her indignation, “When X tiiink it was youc 
who advised me tO’ receive them, s^ as not to seem impolite! ” 

“ Ah! lam well rewarded for iV'saidOlaire bitterly. “I 
was very imprudent. 'I ought to have riaaned that—^per¬ 
son carefully, X knew so well what sentiments she enter¬ 
tained towards me. Perbaps we girls may have toased her 
at the convent, hut how cruelly die revejigM herself. She 
j(as never forgiven nor forgottelU She has waited for the 
p ropitiou s hour, and struck the haj^uest of her old school¬ 
fellows in the heart. Ahl she h^ brok<ln p.y life. The 
Duke’s faithlessness wiH always weigh up^ me, and even 
if I were mad enodg^^to' th^ o£ marrying, after such 
humiliation, what ma^ would ever cojment to take me for 
his wife ? ” 

“ What man,^indeedl ” oi^ the Harchiouess vivaciously. 
“ Why aE those who have ti^m to see you, and ears to hear 
you! If any one Is disgrao^ my diiH, in this sad circum¬ 
stance it is the Duke, not you. And if you care to marry you 
will have plenty of suitors to select from in our society and 
elsewhere. A girl like Mademoiselle de Beaulieu does not go 
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a-tegging for a huBband, Why, loss than six months ago I 
had to decline the ]^opoSals of several honourable families, 
and the suitors who then asked for your hand were so dis¬ 
appointed on being refused that I am sure they would gladly 
come forward again i| thay thought ihere was any chance of 
success.’* 

But Claire made a gesture of discouragement. “ After the 
Duo de Bligny, motsl^er, I pan. only marty a man who is 
superior to him in every respect, or else a man whom 1 might 
seem to love. My only possible juStificatioa in the eyes of 
society can be the grandeur or the impulsiveness of my choice. 
But yon know vlery well, mother, that all this is impossible; 
after such a deception a girl Hke myself can only be wedded 
to religion. I can only look forward to a convent now.” 

“Come, child,” said th% Marchioness gently. “You aro 
wandering. A Convent inleed! Well, and don’t you think of 
ns ? No, you are too young to have a right to despair. Wilh 
your moral qualities and beauty the future surely has somo 
compensation in reserve for you. In fact, I may perhaps toll 
you that there is some one very near hei’e who woidd adcopt 
your hand on bended knees,” 

Mademoiselle de Boaulieu raised her proud eyebrows slowly, 
and turned towards her mother. “ Monsieur Dorblay ? ” she 
said quietly. 

“ Yos, Memsienr Derblay,” replied the Marchioness. “ But 
I only mention his name as an ex^ple. Who ootdii} approach 
yon without loving yon? Shall we return to Paris ? Would 
you like to go to Strltaeryj^ lyilh Monsieur and Madame 
de Pr6font P Speak, I atU^ready to consent to anything that 
could satisfy or console you. What would yon like to do ? ” 

“ Ah! do I even know ? ” cried Olaire in a transpoit. “ I 
wish I could disappear at once—fly from everybody, escape 
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from myself, I liold everytliing in hatred and. contempt. 
Alas! why can’t I die ? ” 

“ Death, my dear child, is the only evil beyond all remedy. 
If all the women whom their lovers or husbands abandoned 
died, the world would be depopulated- Mefi are very, very 
rarely faithful, and when they don’t deceive you beforehand, 
they do so afterwards.” 

At that same moment, as if in speaWng of mnn’s incon¬ 
stancy the Sfarohioness had invoked, the ungrateful follow 
who had Just paused so many sighs and tea#?, the noise of a 
furious gallop resounded, and through the open gateway the 
Due de Bligny dashed into the courtyard on a horse that was 
wliite with foam,» 

no sprang at once to the ground, and throwing his reins to 
a stupefied servant, darted up the ^tont steps.* He walked 
straight towards the drawing-room, and wouM have entered 
it if the Baron and Bachdin, hastening to m«8t him, had not 
stopped him in the hall. Pale, with a contracted brow, the 
Duke tried to prevent them from barring tho way. “Are 
Monsieur and Mademoiselle Moulinet still here ? ” ho asked 
in a quivoi’ing voice; and as the Baj^uireplied affirmatively, 
“ My aunt ? ” he added, “ I mnst s^o ths Katehiouess at once. 
Perhaps it is not too late.” 

“ Undeceive yourself, Duke>” gravely replied Monsieur do 
Prefont, who now understood the cause of Gaston’s precipita¬ 
tion. “ It is too late, for Monei/aur ap.d Itfademoisello Mou¬ 
linet have already spohen.” 

The Duke heaved a bitter sigh> afid sinking on to (jiue of 
tho caryed benches of the hall he g^zed sorrowfully at the 
Baron and Bachehn, and said, “ What can I do now to remedy 
tho harm that has been done f ” 

“ Alas! the harm is irreparable, Monsieur le Duo,” replied 
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Bactelin in a tone of respectful reproadi. “ The best thing 
you con do now is to leu^e iri&out tfyiag to see Madame do 
Beaulieu.” 

“Oh! I can’t consent 4o that,” liistily responded Gaston, 
ridmg to his feet again, “ipie S£$i^(teae«& tiriH blame me 
and hold me rei^nsible fat-arhet hjas'ocoijprred here this after¬ 
noon; but I must ffltplain ipy conduct to her. I must show 
her that I took no part this infamous step. I y?ill do what 
she pleases. But | ti^ish to see her, speak to her, and weep 
with her. You can see that what iuui happened drives me to 
despair.” 

The Puke’s features w<we such an expression of genuine 
affliction that although the Baron and BaoheUn war® strongly 
prepossewed ^against him, they could not help feeling touched. 

“ Verj^ welt” said Baehelin. “ Monsieur de Profont will be 
hind enough to he,ep yon company, Monsieur le Duo, while I 
go and ask. Madame de Beaulieu if she will accede to your 
request.” Thereupon, leaving the two cousins together, 
Bachelin passed round on to the terrace, and discreetly knocked 
at the glass door Of the drawing-room. 

In the meantime, as if totuUy unoonsoions of the perturba¬ 
tion reigning iftride.the oh&teau, Philippe, Moulinet, Suzanne, 
Athenais, and the Marquis stiB continued oonf ersing on the 
terrace. The sun was dowly rinkiug behind the horizon, 
tinging the fflEs^sh blue with purple streaks. With 
evening a deUppjd oalta dfece®d^ iuto the valley, already 
full of shade. B^e boift of lha church of Pont-Avesaes resounded 
clearly and Bofemnly^lp^^iiOdistWlloe, announcing the Mass of 
the Departed for tJlO rtbCteOwA - Such profound peace per- 

• November 2nd is Hie Bay cf Ow Dead (Ltt TrdpasUi) in the Roman 
cdondar. Services for the ioals in purgatory are then celebrated at all 
the churohe8.^2Vfr«, 
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vaded the beautjfai landscape timt Ath^naS’s experienced ita 
influence. Sbe felt dlss ag^essiVe, and Mring: triumpbed 
over ber rival eo oompletdlj, sbe fbougbi of treating ber more 
leniently in tbe future. ■> 

On enterir^ tiie Bftcbdin found ita three 

inmates a prey to iaejfpruffliHe atotton, Whm, by one of 
the windows looHag on td Ibe ootdr^rd, Cbdre perceived 
tbe Duke gallop tbrougb tbe gatetimy, sbe'sprang to ber feet 
stupefied dn^ distracted. Sbe ‘triod to Speak, ifebt was unable, 
and stretobing but ber £ands towards ber faithless lover she 
gave way to bystericsl laughter and stuttering. It seemed as 
if sbo were going mad, and tbe MarebionesS and tbt Baroness 
were terrified. ‘ ISiey baStened to tbe poW *|drii, wbo was 
quivering convuMvely, and whose ifpS sterf atostti^ white. 
They feared sbe waS’ about to faiut, and s^riAed to ring for 
assistance; but, wiA an imperious*g«fitHre, CSaire prevented 
them from doing BO. Making a stupendous effort sbj managed 
to articulate these words, tbrougb her clenAed tj th, “No, 
nothing, no one. Deate me, I shall be right soon.” 

She sat down. A cold perspirdtion started ibmn her fore¬ 
head, which tbe Baroness ooreffilly #Ipfed. ffbe Mardiionesg 
divested herself of ber shawl bnd bOr wmdl|A ffAU, and 
wrapped them round b®? dttt^btOr, who was* Ai'iifeitng. Sup¬ 
ported by cushions, but wiA be* bned bowed down, Clairo sat 
there as motionfews as if Ae f^se ^endug; but her bright eyes, 
which stared fixedly, Obsfiantely Ae showed that 

she was not adeep. BbO tpeui plunged ift ]^^itffdund meditation, 
and Aere wasJS deep OrOaee S^brOWS, testifying 

to Ae great jJ kfll dfiSerf she wAmiiJdng. * After a few minutes 
Ae colour rf Imed A her cheeks again, a eigb relieved her 
breast, and Ae abruptly oast Ae wrappers wiA which ber 
mother had covered ber on one side. 
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On tearing Bactclin open tte glass door she turned lier 
lioad, and desirous of tiding ter sufferings, contrived to smile 
at tto notary. Tto latter wore an air of consternation, and 
approactod Madame do Beaulieu on tiptoe, as if to tad been 
in a sick-room. Bowing even Jowor ttto was tis wont, as if 
indeed te felt astamed of tis mission, te began, “ Pray for¬ 
give me, Madame la Marquise, but wtat tas happened is so 
oxtraordinary— 

" I know it,*' interrupted the Marptionoss tastily. " The 
Duke is there. Well ? ” 

“ Well, madame,” resumed the notary, quite out of counte¬ 
nance, “ in spite of all we have said to him he insists on seeing 
you.” 

“ That is strange audacity! ” cried the Marchioness, spring¬ 
ing to her feet with unusual vivacity and walking towards the 
door. 

“ Where are you going, mother ? ” asked Claire. 

“ I’m going to have him turned out of the house, as he 
deserves to be,” replied Madame de Beaulieu, who was red 
with indignation! 

For a second Claire remained silent, reflecting, as if she hesi¬ 
tated to tak| soito serious resolution; then, stating her toad, 
she rejoined, “ No, mother. Ton must not turn ttb l)uc do 
Bligny out of the house. 3j| would bo bettor to receive him.” 

“Eocoivo him?” repeated the Marcliioness, stupefied, and 
asking herself if tor daughter tad really lost her mind. 

“ Yes, receive him, and receive him politely, too. I would 
not for anything ill tto woild have him. think that I have 
suffered from his faithlessness. To be mourned by such a 
girl ns me, he —^he would be too proud of it. Anything rafter 
tlinn his insulting pity. No, receive him. We can surely open 
tho door to him, since wo did not close it to his intended u ifo.” 
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“ Blit what do you mean to do ?” asked Madame do Beaulieu 
nervously. 

‘ ‘ I moan to revenge myself 1 ” replied Olairo ■W'itk a frightful 
expression of anger. Then turning towards Bachelin, ‘‘Be 
kind enough," she added, “to a^lihe Duke to go round on to 
the terrace and wait there for a moment. Don’t bring him in 
heie till I make a sign to you from the window; but, in the 
meanwhile, pray send Monsieur Derblay to me." 

The Baroness and the Marchioness exchanged glances of 
astonishment. They were nnatile to divine why Claire acted 
in this manner. But Bachelin was more porepiouous, and 
guessing Biat his plans were on the point of succeeding, he 
hastened away With the alacrity of a young man. A moment 
later Philippe entered the drawing*room. 

“Mother and you, Sophie, dear,” said Olairo, “pray step 
a little on one side, so that I may speak privately with Monsieur 
Doihlay." 

M<^amo de BeajuKeu and the BarefiSfep at ohoe retired into 
tho rHess of ». window, and, greatly perpKiNl^ waited for the 
finish oi the interview. Philippe, who was in a state of intense 
emotion, for he realised that his fate was trembling in the 
balance—and, moreover, he had been warned by Bachelin 
that matters were fast reaching a crisis—stodd motionless, 
with bowed head, in front of the girl ho adored. 

“ Monsioui',” said Claire, add^sing him personally for the 
first time, “our old friend and excellent adviser, Mattre 
Bachelin, has told my mother that you did me the honour to 
aspire to my hand.” 

Philippe did not speak, but bowed in token of assent. 

“I believe you to he an honourable man,” continued 
Mademoiselle de Beaulieu firmly, “ and I presume that iu 
forming such projects you were, like my relatives, aware that 
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tlio Due de Bligny had—long ago, perhaps—discarded his 
tugagemonts-” 

“ To8, mademoiselle, I was amtas of it,” replied Philippe, 
speating with diffltWty. “And prayheKeye that if it de- 
pended on me, eren at this inottLeni^ to aesore your happiness 
by bringing the Duke bat^ to’yen, I woidd not hasitate, eren 
at the price of my lile.V ' 

“ I thank you, V said CSaire} “ but all riel between file Due 
de Bligny and myself ar# now tfor em Serered, and the most 
certain proof 1 can giye yon of it is that if you still retain 
the same riaws I am mdy to offer you my hand.” 

Mademoiselle de Beaulieu’s roice grew faint as she spoke, 
and Fhih'ppe dirined rather than heard the last words. At the 
same mc«ncnt*there dashed through his nund a recollection of 
the day when bis sister, seeing him so find and discouraged, 
laughingly declared, “ You’ll see; she will come herself and 
ask you to.do her the favour of becoming her husbahd.” 

Thus Suzanne’s prediction was realised. Enlightened by 
her affection, this child had foreseen her brother’s happiness. 
He was not dreaming; it was all really true. (Haire herself 
offered him her hand. Deep joy pervaded Philippe’s heart, 
and taking hold of that oharaung hand, which he had so 
often despaired of ever feeling in his own, he printed on the 
tips of the icy fingers a timid but most delicious kiss. 

“I have a favour to «jlc Of you, monsieur,” resu m ed 
Clairo. “I should'like you to do all you can to let it be 
supposed that oUr engagement dates from several days ago. 
I have no need to esqilahi to you the roasop eff this request. 
It is prompted by my ptide. Alas! you can have no illusions 
ns to the state of my he<wt; but I assure you you will find 
in mo a faithful and loyal wife. Pray leave me now, but do 
not go too far, for I may have need of your presence.” And 
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letting Philippe depart, she made a sign to Bachelin, so that 
he might now bring the Dnke into the drawing-room. 

The notary had occupied Bligny very skilfully during the few 
minutes t^hat the interview between Mademoiselle de Beau¬ 
lieu and M. Derbies had lasted, aad when Philippe left the 
drawing-room with a Iwje, he had only just opened tho 

door communicating with the terrace. Meulinet and Athdnais 
were aStounded <m. perceiving Gaston. When Napoleon, wait¬ 
ing for Ghrouchy, saw Blhoherif adjrmce guard emerge from 
the woods cf PriscshenUont, he was not more orerccnne than 
the chocolate-makm^’s daughter on this oeoaston. Nothing 
was more calculated to compromise the sueceSs of her oom- 
binalions than the Duke’s presence at Beaulieu. A feeling of 
acute anruety came ever her. She had considered. |he victory 
ns won; but was thore a disastrous humUiating defeat in store 
for her after aU? "What would happen when Gaston and 
Claire found themselves face to face ? p[ad matters really 
come to eualfrn pass that all reconciliation was impossible ? 
Or would the two lovers, exchanging a single glance, feehthat 
they still belonged to each other, and in a supreme embrace 
exchange the most solemn and binding of oaths ? 

On his side, Moulinet wffS. excessively surprised, but bis 
surmises by no means went so far as bis datighter’s. Ho did 
not understand -why the Duke had not waited for him at La 
Varenne, but he had no suspicion of Gaston’s real object in 
coming to Beaulieu. Accordingly he appaoached his future 
son-in-law with sa amicable smile, held out his hand, and 
remained thuadmrsteudc by the glSjace which Bligny gave him 
as he passed by wiaiout evenijowirig to Aih&aig. However, 
he had still sufident self-posseSsioa to follow the Duke into 
tho drawing-room. 

Tho Marchioness and the Baroness had immediately impro- 
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vised a mtte-en-teene, so that when Bligny entered, he per¬ 
ceived the Marchioness ensconced, as usual, in her easy- 
chair, the Baroness standing near the chimney-piece with her 
arms crossed, so that Gaston might not offer to shake hands 
Vith her as vag his wont, and Madejnoiseflede Beaulieu seated 
between her mother and Sophie, whih.her back to the window, 
so that the traces of her suffering Should be less a^arent. 
It was Claire’s bSautiful hiiir that first attracted the Duke’s 
attention. He quivered despite himself, and, seized with 
acute emotion, he was on the point of hastening to the girl 
whom he still tenderly loved, and throwing himself at her 
feet, careless of the.consoquonces of this passionate demon¬ 
stration ; but the calm, severe look in the Marchioness’s eyes 
restrained him; and, bowing low before-&e noble woman who 
had been bis second mother, “Madame la Marquise,’’ ho 
said, in a -husky voice, “my dear aunt, you see my emotion 
—my regret-r-my grief! On ‘arriving at La Yarenno at—this 
gentleman’s house (the Duke was apparently ashamed to pio- 
nounco the name of Moulinet) I learned what an unpardon¬ 
able step——” 

“But, Monsieur lo Duo,” ffiterrupted the ox-judge of the 
Tribunal of Commerce, who evidently felt hurt. 

Tuwiing towards his future father-in-law with superlativo 
haughtiness, the Duko resumed, “A most improper step, 
monsieur, and I wish to have it known that I was in no 
degree your accomplioe. I may have greatly erred, 1 may 
have acted lightly and ungratefully, but as for having autho¬ 
rised such outrageous cond^j^towards my relatives, no, -on 
my honour, no !’* 

“A simple visit of politeness,” muttered Moulinet, who was 
impressed by the Duke’s energy. “ I roaBy don’t under¬ 
stand-” 
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" You don’t underatand,” intoirupted Gaston ■with crush¬ 
ing contempt; “ that is your only excuse!" 

Moulinet, however, -was tod mudi infatuated with his own 
importance to allow himself to ha treated any longer in this 
style, evdh 'hy h ihah whran life ’considered to he of superior 
origin. So, assuthih'g air, and bowing gravely, he 

began,^ “If I .havp acted in any respect ■wrongly, my son-in- 
law, pray tell 'me how. I ajn ready td d^erhll reparation in 
my power.”;'■' 

But Gastcm’s'irritation was increased tenfold on heaiing 
Moulinet call him' “day son-in-law,” andr'^saarding all 
restraint, he silenced the ex-judge for good^ %• exclaiming, 
“Enough, monsieur!” itt-a voice which was aS, cutting as a 
slash from a ridiag-whipl Ihen, for^ the first tiiad since he 
had entered the robm, daring to look at Claire, who sat 
motionless and impertarbable, he resumed, “Aunt, I owe 
you an explanation; pray allow me to give it you. Claire, I 
cannot leave the room till you have forgiven me.” 

On hearing those words, which were addressed to her 
personally, and as if she had, been weith^ for them, 
Mademoiselle do BeauKen illfe prCftidly to' her feet, and 
looked at her lover with amazing sereuity. ■ But you owe 
us no explanation, Duke,” said she, ‘‘ aid you need no 
forgiveness. I have been tbld that*you ipteiid to marry this 
gentleman’s daughter”—jind in pronoflhoiug these last words 
site assumed a supremely contemptuous tone. “You had the 
right to do so, it seems to me. Were you not as frea as 
myself?”’ ‘ ■; ^ ‘ 

"WTien the Duke'heard 'this unexpected language, he asked 
himself if he were (Keaming. He looked at Claire, the 
Bareness, and his aunt, and noticed no apparent .emotion, 
sadness, or anger. He had fancied he would have to wipe 
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tears away, and he found himself confronted by smiles. 
Was it possible! Had Mademoiselle de Beaulieu so tho¬ 
roughly ceased to car^ for him dnrl^ that year of absence 
which he had so fatally employed,? 

“Your betrothed mM ip tdl HW?, ha^|i news,” 

resumed Qaire. “Xt wnly a»d I do not wish to 
remain in arrear with you.” 

Thereupon, apprc^ushing tiie open doorway looMng on to 
the terrace, she mada a agn to Philippe. Ath^aaSfft who was 
dying of curiosity, boldly 'fdlowed, the ironmaster, and a 
moment ihe inmates of the chiiteau were assembled 

in the drawing-room. 

“I must introduce you to eac^other, gentlemen,” said 
Mademois^e ^ Beaulieu, with amazing composure; and 
pointing to Cla^n, wi^ a Vave of her hand, she exclaimed, 
“ Monsieur le Duo de Bligny, my cousin.” Then, turning 
towards her^faitbless lower, and defying him, as it were, with 
her proud,gaze, ‘‘Duke,” she added, “Monsieur Derblay, 
my future ^husb^nd! ” 

If a thuuderbolt had fallen on the chateau, it would not 
have had a greater moral than these last words. The 
Duke staggered. Ath^nalis felt giddy, and turned ashy pale. 

The Baron and the Baroness exchanged looks of surprise. 
Bacholin and Buaanne s^ne ewinoed no^ astonishment, the 
former becatoe he, had tr^ad to bring t|^ result about, and 
the latter because «he «lo loved het brotiMr^gt she had never 
doubted but that Mad^oiseBe Heaulieu would end by 
appreciating his et«rU»g 

The Duke at least showed thA| he had not practised diplo¬ 
macy janprofltably. He speedily revered, and, assuming 
an irreproachable attitude, smiled graciously at M. Derblay! 
“ Eeceire my congratulations, monsieur,” he said, in a toler- 
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ably steady voioa. "You marry a woman whom very few of 
us would have been worthy of.” 

Although AthSnaTs smaited under the counterblow which 
hladomoiselle de Seauliett h^ thus dealt hor, she realised 
that she^liWst at ftU events 4 bold front. So, stepping 
forward in her trim, and IdpiaigJif Clawe attentively, die 
exclaimed, ” All my congratdlations, dear! ” And then, in 
an.undertchie,‘ she added, witb ^ {lewfididus saule, -“A love 
match, no doubt!” 

Mademoiselle de BeUtdieu idtiOred^ and abrti$^ leelised aO. 
the horror of her ]position. !l?he mam she Worshipped was 
there before her; but, alasj he would’soon‘depart with her 
rival. Claire’s uaoJtpocted mvelarion had diepeU^ed the Duke’s 
anger, and lie stood beside Athdnai’s, holding'ber Mgor-tips 
as ho talked to her, and laughing with the careless gaiety of 
a happy man. And she, Gaire, prompted by her ungovern¬ 
able pride, had just decided her life, and forfeited her liberty. 
She had promised her hand to a man she oould not love, for 
her heart was still full of the dear and poiufuX remembrance 
of another! She glanced S'* the Duke in mortal anguish. 
She was about to*cross^the SSooih, ‘draw hfm away from 
Atb6nai8’8 exaggerated 'coquetry, and tell Mm the whole 
truth; but he looked ^’oahUt so iudiflereut, so light-hearted, 
that her pride and anger returned, aUd saved her from this 
weakness. She despairingly determined that she would not 
appear to have bOeU forSahen, She rescilntoly sacrificed her 
whole future to the idOtory of hUr self-^teem, and, including 
Bligny and Mademoiselle MouUnbt in tha same triumphant 
glance, she mutter^, “My marriage riiaJl take place before 
theirs!” 



IX. 

Tn» preparations for the wedding were carried on with in¬ 
credible speed. Every one at, Beanlieu and Pont-Avosnos 
seemed ansdoos to further Claire’s scheme. Phili]lj)0 started 
abruptly for Berry to obtain certain family papers he needed, 
and at the same time the Marquis set out for Paris. The 
postal and telegrdphic services wore eonstantly employed to 
urge on dilatory milliners, modistes, and other purveyors of 
feminine raiment, and a most agitated, unsettled life foUou cd 
the calm in which the Marchioness had hoen living for a year. 

The worthy'lady, who was somewhat dazed hy the rajudity 
of events, sanctioned her daughter’s sudden detenuinatiou 
without finding strength enough even to discuss its hearings 
Relying on Baohelin, who had given her such a favourahle 
account of M. Derblay, and touched, moreover, by the disin¬ 
terested delicacy of the ironmaster’s conduct, she saw tlie 
marriage decided on with astonishment rather than anxiety. 
She regretted that Claire had not waited a little while in view 
of finding a husband in thoir own drolef'^ but she asked her¬ 
self if a rich man pf noble birth would have consented to take 
Mademoiselle de Beardien, dowerless, in this positive, prac¬ 
tical century. The reply seemed so doubtful {b her that she 
at l^t began to consider it rather fortunate M. Derhlay had 
appeared on the scene just at the critical moment. 

Claire did all that she was capable of to dispel her mother’s 
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ditirust and to faot her mind at eaee; for in her proeonoo tJio 
showed a smiling face, and displayed ororyoutwaid sign of 
happin ess. The Baroness alone was acq^nuintod with her suffer¬ 
ings and regrets. 6he witnessed her cousin’s fits of weakness, 
and calmpd her attacks of anger, 3 h the seclusion of her 
room Clah’e would spend days without saying a word, phy¬ 
sically and morally csrushod, unnWe even to move. Stroloh9<l 
on a sofa, with a contracted brow and an aching head, and a 
dark look in her eyes, she would dwell jbaceasantly on tho 
cruel episodes of the rupture, unable to aooustom herself to 
this sudden Collapse of all her hopes. She asked herself how 
sho coidd have deserved such misfOiiune, and found no reason 
for self-reproach. The catastrophe was entirely due to her 
rival’s hateed and her lover’s cowardice. Considering herself 
to be tho victim of pitiless foes—a martyr selected by im- 
platable Fate—Olahe at last began to indulge in thoughts of 
revenge. She looked upon life as a battle in which each 
combatant must bo steeled with contempt to avoid being 
wounded, and axmod with audacity if anxious to ednquor. 
She uprooted from her mind all the scruples which had placed 
her, bound and dofonoeless, at the m^'Sy. of her adversaries. 
She von ed that nothing should prevent her from attaining 
her object in th|> future. Her heart became bitter and her 
mind disturbed, She grew cmrelonjing and spiteful, till 
nought remaiuM or, tho nohlo, disin^^lfeted, tender-hearted 
Claire. She was now harsh and selfish, and egotistical, 
setting her own good pleasure above •'everything else. It 
seemed as if the flames of grief and pain had withered her 
heart. Even her style of beauty changed; it wo# as if sho 
hod been transformed into marble, for she was as cold aijji as 
stately as a statue. 

Eefiecting on the approaching change in her life, sho deter- 
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mined on a plan of conduct from wMoh she resolved she would 
never swerve. She felt thorough indifferenee for M. Dorblay. 
She was in no degree grateful to him for his blind devotion. 
Left ignorant of ironmaster’s generous intentions, she 
attributed his ready deference to all h^ ■mehes exdusively to 
his ambition to become h« hueband. "Was it no{*'hatural he 
should consent to everything in view of awascyiag such a 
wealthy girl and entering such a noUe family f She oven 
had some ooniempt for the readiness wifti whieh M. Derblay 
had enacted his part in the humiliating oomedy played before 
the Duke, and In f^ Philippe’s admirable generosity seemed 
to Claire only so much abasement. She said to hetself that 
he woidd prove a yielding, pliant husband, eai^y managed; 
and this was exactly what she wished for. If M. Derblay 
showed himsell docile, eh^ would interest herself in his favour, 
take his future in hand, and by means of aE the influence 
within her reach enable him to rise to a very high position. 
The importance of her husband’s station would hj, some degree 
compensate for his lack of noble birth. 4fter all, they lived 
in a century of parvenus. 

The litlie Baroness became aiiiiouS on noting with what 
terrible calmness her* cousin prepared fox a union which was 
surely not one of inclination, and she resolved to try and dis¬ 
cover what was really passing in MademoiseEe de Beaulieu’s 
mind. She began fe) question her, varying her inquiries, and 
darting from one subject to ano&er, but at the same time 
retaining her usual frivolous, Careless manner as a veil where¬ 
with to conceal W purpose* It was in vaim thati^kire tried 
to affect indiffer^ca. Despite Jjer efforts bitter feelings 
rose-to her lips, an 4 she allowed the Baroness to perceive how 
grievously her wound was bleeding. At last, having confided 
in Madame de PrMont, she experienced immense relief. The 
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Barones') learned tow acutely the proud young girl was tor¬ 
tured. She was able to admire her courage and divine her 
resolutions. With, the experience derived from three years 
of married life, she realised all the gravity of Mademoiselle 
de Beaulieu’s oondil(>t^ By showing her things as they really 
were, she "tried to turn hw fwinl her purpose, hut Claire’s 
resolutions, baAe4 on h«r ungovernable pride, were not to he 
shaken. 

It was a Mad of Its iaUmit that Oaire had devised for her 
own esperial uaO. Othors had made her sufior, now others 
should suffer thyough her. So much the worse for them if 
they wore iimooent. Was she guilty ? As injustice Was the 
law of humanity, she would cast equity and duly en one side 
and sacrifice everything to her own good pleasure. She began 
to look upon human beings as implements, and determined 
to make them march, men and women alike, like pawns on a 
chessboard, so as tO win the game she had in mind. Her 
only object «ow was to avenge herself on Ath&ais and to 
humiliate the Dttke> In view of this sorry satisfacliion she 
waSyPreparod for every sacrifice. And fhe first victim she 
selected was none other than passiona^ generous-hearted 
Philippe, whose oj 4 y dream was to restore to her the happi¬ 
ness and peace of mind she had lost. 

Madame de PrMont severdy blamed Claire’s despotic in¬ 
tentions. tfhe eold manner in wWch Mademoiselle do Beaulieu 
mingled what was just and What was unjust together, solely 
guided by her egotism, seemed. 8o senseless, to tbe Baroness 
that she ascribed it to a passing mental aberration, destined 
to subside with time. SriB she endeavoured to show her 
friend that it was not so easy as she imagined to tyrannize 
over human beings possessed of sueb gifts as thought and 
• cnon Certainly M. Derblay could only be greatly flattered 
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by tlio prosj^i'd oX enicring t]i<> IJoaiiLdii fiinnly. and no doubt 
Ito was 3-eady for any saoj'ifieo that might coiiduc'O to hio 
mainngewith Claire. In exchange for the sci'iico ho had 
rendered hor by mabling her to crush her eucniiis at a 
moment when they thought her vanquished and humiliated, 
sho had promised him her hand, That*was all well and good. 
15 i#uhat wfis tho life she hold in reserve for him, and hou 
V ould Philippe behave when, on coming to his wife with o])eu 
arms and words of oSeotion on his lips, he found her cold and 
solemn ? Mademoiselle de Beaulieu conside^pd that tho irou- 
maeter was solely guided by ambition in wishing to marry 
her. But might it not happen that he wa'S in love with her ? 
Nowaday8,,no doubt, tho pecuniary side of tho question was 
not lost eight of in matrimony. A man did not nogleet to 
inquire into tho amounitof his wife’s dower j and yet aU tho 
same, there were still husbands who loved their wives, and 
might not M. Dorblay be one of those phenomena ? 

Clairo had only looked at one side of tho question, and tho 
Baroness told her 'so, and insisted on tho point. In marrit d 
life theuifowas seldom the master, and tho husband’s cha¬ 
racter was usually inclined to domination. Now M. BorTl&ay 
Boemod to know very well TV hat he wished for, and suppose 
ho revolted and upset all tho plans which Claire had pre¬ 
pare d? Supposing their two wills clashed together, what 
would be the result ? This was no pass^pg allianco, of a fow 
hours’ duration, swoh as is signed behind a fan, in view of 
carrying on some ordinary drawing-room intrigue or resisting 
some social machination. Ho, it would last for a lifetime. And 
the auxiliary could not be dismissed with the mere permission 
to kiss one’s finger-tips as a reward for tke service he had 
rendered. Ho was a husband, and his wife was bound to 
him by tics that could not be severed. This should be reflected 
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upon before matters were earned any further. Once married, 
no “crying off” would be possible. Marriage was not a 
one-act comedy that can bo disposed of in a few minutes. It 
might become a drama if Olaire were not oaxoful; and so, 
perlmps, it would be better for her to pause whilst there was 
still time. 

Those reasons failed to touch Mademoiselle de BeauliiH. 
Kather than modify her plans, sheVras prepared for any risk. 
She wished it to seem as if she had jilted the Duke, and she 
had resolved to be married before he was. The wedding-day 
was fixed, moreover, and nothing would have induced her to 
postpone it. Still she realised that she had been imprudent 
in allowing the Baroness to read her mind so fully; and she 
considered it necessary to try and reassure her. She suc¬ 
ceeded in ^akin^l^e stiffened muBcl4lNff her face relax and 
maijiaged to smile. In a bantering voice she expressed her 
pity for poor M. Derblay, who was condemned to the sad fate 
of marrying such a girl as herself, and who would hardly find 
suflSoient advantages in the match to compensate for his wife’s 
capricious and somewhat tyrannical disposiriom 

Tlie Baroness was caught in the trap which her cousin set 
for her. She relied on the future to dispel Claire’s melan¬ 
choly dejection and calm her menacing irritation. She said 
to herself, in her own mind, that marriage has many surprises 
in reserve foP a youaHjgirl, and that life in common generally 
softens the most violent characters. Alone with her husband 
—en —the most recalcitrant wife is obliged to be 

reasonable. A man who is not a fool and Who is very much 
in love may greatly modify a woman’s ideas. And then, if a 
child is bom, the situation is completely changed j the fury 
becomes as gentle as a lamb. With those reflections the 
Paroness quieted herself; besides, she was not the woman to 
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follow the same idea for any length of time; and so, having 
devoted a whole day to gravity and penetration, she became 
frivolouB for the rest of the week. 

nowever, Philippe had returned from Ms journey, and had 
brought the betrothal ring vvith Mm—^ admirable ruby of a 
dark tinge set round with, brilliant^. It vTat with a trembling 
41100 that the poor fellow asked MademMseUe de Beaulieu’s 
permission to slip it on hpr finge*. OlairS only had a dis¬ 
dainful glance for this fuperb jewel. With mingled pride 
and indifference she held out her hand to kh Derhlay, and 
did not give him a word of thanks. This ring was the symbol 
of her engagement, and as such it heeamo odious to her. 
Indeed, on the morrow Philippe perceived, with a pang at 
the heart, that she no longer wore it. He ^d not dare 
to complain, for he wHl^ so timid in her Jjueseno^ But his 
eyes gazed at Mademoiselle de Beaulieu’s hand with such 
mute elo(iu‘enc6 that she could not help sayipg to him, “ You 
must excuse me. I never wear rings.” 

The ironmaster felt reassured on hearing tMs. Noting 
that the jew^ had been laid aside, he had feared Mademoiselle 
de Beaulieu was moved by a feeling of Jjepug^anoe for any¬ 
thing that might come from Mm. w^is not unacquainted 
ith the state of her heart. He had witnessed ihe crisis 
which Bacholin had predicted, and he was awa*e that he had 
only been accepted out of rancour ani^^Ortifioation. But ho 
felt himself so imbued with passion and tenderness that he 
made sure of nltimately winning this wandering heart. How 
could a woman remain insensiWe to the attentive, delicate, 
ilovolod affection of every momrnit ? Deceived in her hopes. 
Mademoiselle de Beaulieu had momentarily become callous, 
and diat’-ustful of all men. But at twenty years of age the 
heart can hardly close for ever. Was it possible that in full 



OK, LOVE AND ERIDE. 


173 


youth she could decide on always remaining frigid and insen¬ 
sible, close her ears to all the apj^eals of life, shut her eyes to 
all the smiles of hope ? "Was it aredible ? Philippo, who was 
passionately in lov» with Claire, never doubted but that she 
would eventually rediproeato hie affection. She thought 
that her heewt was dead, btit It only slept. By degrees it 
would reoovw t^UScdbusiieBS and boat again. Beat Aga'Sl, 
and for whoia, if hot f<ar the man. who had roused it from 
lethargy ? Would not Pljilippe have undoubted rights over 
this soul when he had saved it? And when Claire was 
restored to hfe, with her eyes opened, able to distinguish 
botwoen the affeiitLon she had lost and the affection she had 
won—^would she not reward Philippe for her delivoranoe by 
a whole lifetime of happiness ? . 

These were the4hQnghts that oocu^!ld his mind during his 
long hours of silent contemplation. Forced at the dawn of 
manhood to devote himself to the all-absorhing tdl attaching 
to weighty business mattfflfs, he had hot had time to mingle 
in society. He had thus remained ve;pr timid, and was 
invariably agitated in the presence of women. As for Made¬ 
moiselle de Beaulieu, she made hiiu tremble. His heart 
palpitated whenever he approached her, and Claire, so cold 
and grave, had only to turn her tran<]^uil e^es upon him to 
put him out of.countenance. * 

As Philippa d&nbsd the slope^ on his way from Ponl- 
Av^nes to Beaulieu, he wotjld often acquaint his sister with 
his plans for the future, mention the changes ho intended 
to effect in the arrangements of tib,e dhUteau, and finally begin 
to talk of how dearly he loved .his betrothed. - Suzanne 
listened to him with beaming eyes and a smile on her lips. 
She realised that ho was rehearsing his part, training himself 
before appearing in Claire’s presence, and whenever in search 
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of approbation be exclaimed, “Don’t you tbink so?” slio 
maliciously answered, “But you ought to tell all that to 
her, Philippe, not to me. You see, I consider everything you 
say so right and jproper, and everything you do so fitting, 
that I am always of your opinion. But Mademoiselle de 
Beaulieu- 

‘ Yes, I will speak to her this afternoon,V cried the iron¬ 
master resolutely. “Oh! I have so many things to toll 
hor.” 

But all his courage vanished as soon as he reached the 
chateau and found himself in daire’s presence. He could 
not say “Good afternoon” without stammering. And then 
incensed with himself, he went and sat down in a secluded 
comer, regi'etling that no miracle enabled him to open his 
heart like a jewel-case, and show all the mysterious treasures 
it contained to the girl he loved. 

As the-cold weather came with the first days of November, 
and it was no longer possible to lOunge on the terrace, the 
inmates of the chateau and their guests assembled in the 
grand drawing-room. In ibis’ closer cirde Philippe found 
various occasions to speak advantageously—not of his love, 
for he was dumb on what was uppermost in his mind—but on 
general topics; and being skilfully seconded by Octave and 
the Baron, he was able to display the rectitude of his judg¬ 
ment and the sterling solidity of his knowledge. Listeuing 
more or less attentively, the Marchioness sat beside the fire¬ 
place, where a bright wood-fire blazed and hissed, whilst 
Claire, installed close by, busied herself with her embroidery, 
from which she never raised her eyes. Gusts of gay laughter 
were wafted through the open doorway of the billiard-room, 
where Puzanno and the Marquis wore warmly contesting a 
game of in-door croquet. They were tho only ones who lent 
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a little animation to the scene. They had become friends at 
ouco, and amused themselves together like two children. 

Furious at the failure of her artful combinations, Ath6nal8 
returned to Paris with her father and the Duke. Previous to 
this, Moulinet had made a farewell call at Beaulieu, whore 
iho Marchioness had most graciously received him. At Clamo’s 
urgent request, indeed, Madame de Beaulieu assum^u. a 
smiling face, and welcomed the chocolate-manufacturer with 
all tlio cordiality due to the future father-in-law of a dearly 
lovod nephew. Thus the mother herself consented to play a 
part in the comedy which the daughter had initiated, and the 
Moulinets and the Duo do Bligny were ohHgod to give credit 
to Mademoiselle do Beaulieu’s haughty declaration, and dis¬ 
miss all idea of having wounded her. The Duke was 
astonished to find himself so innocent, after fancying himself 
so culpable. AtMnais admired her rival’s strength of mind, 
and realising that sho was vanquished after thinking hoiscdf 
victorious, vowod that sho .would liave a terrible revenge. 
Shia ]^d at first resolved that her own wedding should take 
place with great pomp at La Varonne, in the superb chapel 
attached to tho-chateau, but sho ultimately decided in favour 
of Paris. Sho realised that the grandees of tho Parisian 
middle classes, whom her fdiihor had invited to the ceremony, 
would scarcely journey into the provinces to swell her corl('g(>, 
and she feared that tho great families of the district, iinit^d 
by tho Duke, might also fail to put in an appearance. 
Naturally enough, sho preferred not to expose hersolf to lliis 
rebuff. lEowover, she promised to return for the wedding of 
her future cousin, “ her dear Claire,” as she was wont to say, 
and then started for Paris. 

Claire felt gToatly relieved by her departure. It seemed as 
if sho breathed a purer atmosphere now that her rival was 
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gone. Hor beautiful face brightened up, and she became 
almost gay. Philippe had secaretly set -worlonen to restore 
the apartments of the chateau of Pont-Avesnes, which time 
had somewhat injured, wd he now profited by Claire’s pass¬ 
ing good-humom;,, to Rsk Madame de Beaulieu to visit her 
daughter’s future abode. The, invitation was accepted, and 
on^the morrow all .the inmates of Beaulieu installed them¬ 
selves in a roomy break," and set out for Pont-Avesnes. 

The first impression was favourable. Claire was pleased 
with the broad courtyard planted with old limes,- tho sheet of 
water, and the deep moats full of fruit-trees. The park, with 
its long shady pathways, seemed to promise her a fitting spot 
for silent meditation. The solemn sadness of the vast rooms 
was in harmony witii her own melancholy. In fact, although 
tho chateau, girt roimd -with tall trees, and literally without a 
view, would have seemed a tomb to any one else, it proved 
greatly to Mademoiselle de Beanlieu’s liking. The Baroness 
inspected the reception rooms, indulging in cries of mingled 
delight a^d surprise as she admired the artistic treasures 
which Philippe’s father had gathered together. The short- 
stitch tapestry of the Louis-Quatorze Jumiture sent her into 
a transp^,, and she remained in ecstasy before the Beauvais 
hangings^ depiciang the battleB,j^f Alexander. Nowadays 
old ohina,'t)ld fabrics, and old furniture are so eagerly sought 
after that eWy one has heoomft more or less of an export. 
The Baroness'^stantly ,frequented art-sales, and it was at 
once entorfcainiite and in^r^rucftive to hear her value tho carved 
credences set ouftwith 'yiua&'ea* of the reign of Henri III. and 
old Dresden lonM^idrea. She rapped on the faience dishes 
to make sure tiiewsrOTe intact, in the most amusing style, 
and hastening from Mom to room she rattled on as vivaciously 
as a young parrot, fJprly deafening her aunt, who did not 
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understand a word of all this hric-i-lrae parlance. Brigitte 
alone appreciated the Baroness’s enthusiasm for the furniture 
which she had so long taken care, of, accepting Madame de 
Profont’s praise as a tribute to her own cleanliness. 

Suzanne and Octeve had not even entealtd the chateau. 
Conversing together they had at‘first followed the pathways 
of the parterre d la Fran^aite, and then SuRanne darted off in 
tho direction of the kitcfiien, whence she speedily returned 
with a huge hrmch of bread, which was at once broken into 
bits and thrown to the carp in the sheet of water. For half 
an hour or so Suzanne and Octave amused Aemselves with 
watching Sie attempts of the gluttonous fish to swallow a big 
crust which floated on the surface. As for tho Baron, ho was 
influenced by the vicinity of the ironworks, and turning down 
a little path already-well known to him, he at once started off 
for the laboratory. 

Claire had remained behindhand whilst ihe Baroness took 
an inventory of the furniture of Pont-Avesnes, and whilst 
Philippi did tho honours of the house to Madame de Beaulieu. 
Porceitiug a glass door communicating'with a flight of stops 
which led into the park, she opened it and went out. In tho 
distance the hammers of the workshops resounded gaily on 
tho anvils, the furnaces snofted and expeHed thick smoko 
towards the sky; whUst in the park all was still, solemn, and 
mysterious. The contrast of the ncdse and the silence had a 
peculiar charm for Claire. The trees with their foliage already 
reddened by the winds of autumn forfitied a vault above her 
head, and, following the mossy pathways, she soon became 
absorbed in reverie. This dark deserted park seemed a fitting 
scene for her future life. The dead brandhos w^ch crackled 
under her tread had fallen from the trees as her hopes from 
her heart.. She must cast her dreams on one side, in the^amo 
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■(vay as slie dispersed the withered loaves. Everything within 
her was inert and cold, just like this silent desolate wood. 
)She went on, noticing the sad aspect of nature with hitter joy, 
hut suddenly, as the path curved, she perceived through a 
large clearing; t far-strdtehing expanse of fertile plain, bril¬ 
liant with sunlight. It came upon her as a picture suddenly 
discovered, and Claire experienced an acute impression. Her 
mind was all the more struck by ttiis smiling scene, as she 
had just identified herself with the decay and gloominess 
around her. Thus joy followed’sadness so promptly. After 
this black and gloomy park, these fertile plains so full of life; 
would it he the same with herself ? Could the feelings she 
now experienced change ? She turned with anger from the 
smiling scene, and retreating into solitude, sadness, and shade, 
disdained the promises of the future. 

When the Baroness, Philippe, and Madame de Beaulieu, 
astonished by her absence and somewhat anxious thereat, 
went in search of her, they met her returning slowly along 
the silent pathway. She was calm and smiling. Her eyes, 
still moist with the tears she had shed iu secret, alone gave 
evidence of the painful battle which had been waging in her 
heart. The Baron was at once recalled from his attractive 
scientific pursuits, Suzanne and Octam disembarked from the 
punt in which they had been *avi^|[^ round the sheet of 
water, and the whole party took their j^:s in the break again, 
carrying off Philippe and his sister to dine at Beaulieu. 

Only a week now separated Claire and Philippe from the 
day so anxiously'awaited by the former’s pride and the latter’s 
love. As it ^-ew nearer Mademoiselle de Beaulieu became 
more and more nervous and agitated. So great indeed was 
her impatience, that all those Avho saw her during thi.s last 
week thought thstt the prospect of tins marriage made her 
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8upr«mely happy. She seemed to fear that some ohstacle 
would arise at the last xftomeut. Packages were coustautly 
arriving from tho railway station, and fresh letters came with 
each deliv«y. The hell at the gate of the dbAteau seemed 
alHicted with St. Vitus’s dan«je,-aad the f«?rants almost went 
crazy, accustomed as they were to the light and casual duties 
of provincial life. 

When the question .of sending out the invitations was 
broached, Claire arrived at two decisions which stupefied 
everybody. Krst of all she declared that she wished the 
wedding to take place at midnight, without the least pomp, 
in the little church of Pout-Avesnes and, secondly, she ex¬ 
pressed the desire that only the members of the two families 
should be present. On hearing this the Mardiioness raised 
her arms to heaven, whilst the Baroness sank into an arm¬ 
chair and remained for (on minutes without speaking. Octave 
straightway asked his sister if she were going mad. Philippo 
alone remained impassive, without expressing an opinion, 
either by word or gesture. Claire gave no reasons, but she 
dung tenaciously to her determination despite all tho efforts 
of her relatives. To be married at midnight! This was of 
itself passing strange, although the custom wfts still observed 
in some cirdes of tho Faubourg St. Germain. .And a black 
mass, too, as if Clairo considered herself tho Duke’s widow! 
But even supposing the wedding took place at midnight, which 
might be conceded, it was preposterous Biat no one slionld be 
invited. It would look as if they all wished to hide them¬ 
selves ; as if Claire was ashamed of her husband. And besides 
it might bring misfortune. This last surmise emanated from 
the Baroness, but it had no more weight with^laire than any 
of the other objections. At last, however, Philippe was 
pressed to give his Ipinion, and ho decided tho matter by 
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declaring that Mademoiselle de Beaulieu’s wishes seemed all 
very proper to Mm, and that, for Ms own part, he saw no 
reason whatever why they should not be carried out. 

As the person who was most interested in the matter raised 
no objection, all” further opposition was abandoned. The 
Baroness, who was extremely vexed, for she had ordered a 
magnificent dress to be sent to her from Paris for the occa¬ 
sion, laughingly declared that the wedding would be like one 
of thosQ melodramatic ceremonies on the stage, when the hero, 
under sentence of death, obtains the king’s permission to 
marry the w'oman he loves in his prison before mounting the 
scaffold. 

The marriage contract was signed on the eve of the great 
day. As Bachelin was 'obliged to choose between Ms two 
clients (for he was at the same time the notary of the Derhlays 
and the Beaulieus), he secured the services of a Besanqon 
coUoague for Philippe, and personally represented the noble 
family for wMch Ms progenitors had officiated during cen¬ 
turies. The old lawyer skimmed the pCTusal of the contract 
with remarkable skill, and indeed even if COaire had atten¬ 
tively listmied to Bachelin’s mumble, ahe would hardly have 
realised her true situation. As it happened, she remained 
quite ignorant of the fact* that she was ruifisd, and when 
Bacholin, who was, certainly more agitated than herself, 
offered her the pen, she signed quite unsUBpectingly the act 
which endowed hsE'wiA half of M. Derblay’s fortune. 

As soon as the cctotmot was duly signed Philippe felt less 
oppressed, but he subsequently acknowledged thai he was 
not really at ease until he heard Claire answer “Yes ” in a 
firm voice in response to the Mayor’s inquiry, “ Do you con • 
sent to take Monsieur Philippe Derblay for your husband ? ” 



X 

■fc 

It wfts nearly one o’clook in the morning: when Suzanne, 
dressed in .wilite,. swept into the bridal apartments, having 
left the vestry before the register was signed. Kneeling in 
front of the tall carved sandstone chimney-piece in the little 
drawing-room, faithful Brigitte, with a pair of beEows in her 
hands, was vigorously endeavouring to facilitate the blaze of 
a large fire, the flames of which cast a glow over idie iron 
plate studded with fleurs-de-lys at the back of the hearth. 
As she heard the door close behind her, she turned romid, 
and stiE working with her boEows, gave MademoiseEo 
Derblay a hearty smEe. 

“What, have you already come from church, Mam’soEe 
Suzanne ? ” she asked. “ Is the wedding over, then P ” 
“Over, quite'over, my good girlj and I left everybody 
with our kind ouj^, to come and give a last look round hero. 
The bouse has a new mistress, Brigitte, and ©verytoing must 
be arranged to please her.” 

“ Why,” cried Brigitte, “ how oan she help being pleased 
here, with our PhEippe beside her? And then, if the bird’s 
a pretty one, the cage is a fine one too.” ^ 

As she spoke the servant glanced admiringly at the severe 
and magnificent furniture, of Henri HI. style, with which 
the lofty room was garnished; her eyes turning from the 
large carved arm-chairs^fexd squat credences with rounded feet 
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to tho hangings of old Cordova leather, with tawny gilding 
that shono discreetly in the shade. A partially opened door¬ 
way allowed a glimpse of tho adjoining bedroom, vaguely 
illumined by a lamp the flamn of which shone back in the 
throe glass doors of a superb I Duis-Seize wardrobe. 

“And in there, is eveiythirg in order?” asked Suzanne, 
pointing to the bedroom. 

“ Oh I everything. I’ll tmsT ;er for it. I did all the work 
myself. The wedding Seems to have turned the heads of all 
the maids, and there’s notha^g to be done with the lazy 
bodies.” Then approaching v’iuzanne, and looking at her 
maliciously, Brigitte added, “A ad when one thinks, mam’- 
selle, that it’ll be your turn to se.' the house topsy-turvy in a 
year or two! ” 

Suzanne blushed, and turning aside with some little em¬ 
barrassment, repliod, “There’s no question of that, fortu¬ 
nately.” 

“Fortunately!” ejaculated tho servant. “Ah, so much 
tho better. But who was that nice-looking young gentleman 
who offered you his arm as you left and seemed so attentive 
ton ards you ? ” 

“ That was Monsieur Octave de Beaulieu,” replied Suzanne, 
as she turned round the room, pretending to pass every¬ 
thing in review for tho last time, “ llademoisello Claire’s 
brotlu'i--” 

“Eh! eh!”' said Brigitte, mth a hearty laugh. “Well, 
for a best man he seemed to like the smell of your orange- 
blossom.” 

“Come, my Jf8od girl, you don’t know what you are 
saying,” r^oinw Suzanne, flushing scarlet to the roots of her 
hair. 

The noise qf several vehicles rolling over the gravel in the 



OR, ROVR AND PRIDE. 


183 


coui-lyard appropriately Lrought Brigitte’s diatter to an 
end. Suzauno hastened to the window. Flashing through 
the darkness a number of bright carriage-lamps lighted up 
the verdure of the trees.. 

“ Hero are our people,” cried Mademoiselle Derblay; and 
opening tho door she passed into, the larger drawing-room 
just as the Baroness, clad and muffled'up as if she wore bound 
for an arctic expedition, swept in, foEowed by Octave and tho 
Baron. 

“Don’t distuzh yourself,”-she cried. “ Ah! there’s a lire 
here, thank heavens] I’m a perfect icicle.” And so saying 
she drew an arm-chair up to the fire, instaEed herseE in it, 
puUed up her skirts, and placed her tiny feet, encased in 
black satin shoes, on the fender. Then heaving a sigh of 
satisfaction, she threw her fur mantle off her riioulders and 
exclaimed, “ Ah! I feel better already.” 

Fresh carriages now rapidly drew up in front of the steps, 
bringing MademoisoEe de BeauEeu’s relatives, M. Derblay’s 
witnesses, and a few intimate friends whom it had been 
absolutely necessary to invite. M. MouEnet, Ath4na'is, and 
the Duko had been present at the wedding ; and the chocolate- 
maker’s famous gala, barouche had been utilised, with tho 
footmen in fuE Every. Unfortunately the night was a very 
dark one, and this splendid equipage had by no means pro¬ 
duced its fuE effect. MouEnet would have given a hundred 
fnuics for a gleam of moonEght.,. But tho orb of night 
disdained bribery and did not show itseE. The ex-judge of 
tho Tribunal of Commerce was altogether disappointed. He 
had arrived from Paris expecting to. witness a great aristo¬ 
cratic wedding, but the, ceremony had to his mind proved 
scarcely worthy of the middle classes. He had hoped to 
find a large number of noble famiEes present, and now, in 
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Iho drawing-room, whom did he perceive? "Why, simply 
fho notary who had sold him the estate of La Varcnno, with 
tho relatives and witnesses of the hJtidfd pair. It was really 
ridiculous! 

At one moment, it Is tme, hO had experienced real emotion, 
and considered the ceremony a grand one. This was on the 
road from Beaulieu to the ohunsh, when tho carriages defiled 
past the crowd of M. Derhlay’s workpeople, who stood in 
silence on tho place. They had not been invited to the 
wedding mass, and yet they were unwilling that their dear 
master should go to the church without lifting their hats 
and caps to his bride. Accordingly, they arrayed them¬ 
selves in their Sunday clothes, and assembled in front of tho 
porch, waiting for the cortege. In the dark still night this 
solemn mass of a couple of thousand of human beings, men, 
women, and {Jiildren, seemed enormous, and when every 
head was bared as the carriages passed by, Moulinet became 
strangely oppressed. He wished to smile and bow after the 
fashion of the functionaiias he had seen on fete days, but siid- 
denlymoved and bewildered, he felt a tightening in tho throat, 
and began to laugh without kuotllilg why. 

Eecalled to consciousness of the situation by Athfinals, who 
gave him an irritated glance, he promptly collected his scat¬ 
tered faculties, and alighted with great dignity, raising his 
head with an air of superb conceit, and smoothing his pearl- 
grey trousers, ^e found the church extremely small and 
dirty, and instalA'llg himself with a grimace on one of the 
wooden benches'of the nave, he cast a commanding look 
around. There were not twenty tapers ahght. on the altar, 
and the worthy priest wore the same sacerdotal vestments that 
ho had donned to mOrry a carpenter’s daughter the week 
before. As- an old subscriber to the Siecle, Moulinet had a 
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doso of Voltairean scepticism in his nature/^’ and Jio felt in a 
humour for raillery. Leaning towards the Duke, ho endea¬ 
voured to engage him in conversation ,• hut Gaston raised his 
eyes and looked at him so strangely that ho did not venture 
to insist. He turned hi|_ attention to the service, which 
“was progressing with the same simplicity as would have 
been observed at a pauper’s wedding. The organ, played by 
a proficient musician, alone accompanied the priest; there was 
no choir, no display of operatic vocalism, and under the cold, 
bare, vaulted roof the grave notes of the instrument re. 
sounded with melancholy effect. 

The Duke, whose brow was contracted and whose face was 
pale, seemed to be absorbed in thought. Indeed the di'oary 
music troubled him. Iniluenoed by sudden reooUectiou, ho 
fancied himself once’ more in the gloomy church of Saint 
Gormain-des-PrSs at Ms father’s funeral. The plaintive 
sounds of the organ seemed the same; the darkness, mitigated 
only by the burning tapers, was identical. There was tho 
same smell of burning wax and vapouiy incense, which affects 
the breathing and stifles one.. But on the day long past ho 
had had his aunt beside hipi—weeping as she looked at him— 
and Claire and Octave, clad in mourning like himself, had 
lovingly pressed his hands. Now,, however, he was alone. 
He was separated and for ever from the dear ones who had 
surrounded him^ comforted him, and been so kind. He had 
voluntarily severed tho ties which bound him to them. Tho 
Claire whom he had adored w'as another man’a wife, and he 
himself was about to become tbe husband of a girl to wboso 
hateful scb(jmes, as be fully realised, be had lent himself, 
unwittingly perhaps, but only too weU. At this thought a 

• The Siiele waa formerly the most Eadical and'atheistical journal in 
Paris, hat in these respects it has long since been surpassed.—TV'ifns. 
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profound feeling of sadness came over him, and ho bitterly- 
deplored his weakness. How had he rewarded those who had 
adopted him and cherished him when he found himself an 
orphan ? Had he not requited good -with evil ? Yes', that 
was how he had paid his debt. But was ho not punished 
himself ? For in abandoning Claire, had he not forfeited his 
own happiness? 

Ho was thus led to compare Philippe’s conduct to his own, 
and he could not help admitting that the ironmaster had 
proved as devoted and as generous as he himself hofl proved 
ungrateful and selfish. Philippe had married the woman he 
oved, dowerless as she was. He woi’ked. The Duko bitterly 
rcgi'etted his own uselessness. Was he not a negative cipher 
in the world? Like a nought, he needed to be coupled with 
another figure to acquire any value. To turn himself to any 
account it was necessary that a rich merchant should take a 
fancyto his name. What could he do if left to him.soIf? 
Nothing. He was a superfluity, and people purchased him 
just as they bought a high-stepping trotter. 

He had never indulged in such thoughts before, and now 
that they presented themselves to l^m, they inspired him with 
perfect hoiror for Moulinet. He pictured himself as the 
chocolate-maker’s slave, and fiu-ious at the idea, he deter¬ 
mined to revolt and reduce his master to subjecti&, ■ At 
the same time he saw Ath6nals as she really was, a young 
woman of the middle classes with no breadth of ideas nor any 
nobility of character, endowed merely with low-bom envy 
and wickedness. He glanced at her as she knelt at her $rie- 
iicu, yawning as if she were bored, and looking awkward and 
ill at ease in her superb di-ess, which was far too ornately 
^r.'nmed for the toilette of an unmarried woman. Then his 
eyes turned to Claire, who bent forward under her white 
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veil, and seemed absorlied in prayer. But by the movement 
of her shoulders the Duke divined that she was weeping. 

Philippe stood orcet and motionless beside her, with a 
grave expression, on his face. Was that really the man she 
loved, the man she had preferred to the Duke ? As Bligny 
thus reflected, a sudden light broke upon him, and ho under¬ 
stood the meaning of Claire’s conduct. For a fortnight tho 
situation had seemed to him impenetrably dark, but it now 
became luminous. He realised what was the ironmaster’s 
true position, and as ho beheld Claire, so beautiful in her 
griof, there darted through his mind a thought whith 
brought a fugitive smile to his lips. The sincere, regretful, 
tender-hearted Bligny of the last few weeks vanished for 
over, and in lieu thereof there only tho cold and 

sceptical hlase developed by Muscovite corruption. Ho decided 
that ho would revenge himsolf very sweetly indeed on this 
M. Dorblay, who was the chief accomplice in the humiliation 
to which he had been subjcited. Was it possible th:.! thts 
iron-boater could become tho undi.sputed lord and master of 
such an adorable woman as Clairo ? No; ho, the Duko, would 
prove the contrary ore long. “ She wcops,” ho said to hun- 
self. “ Sho hates that inan and stiU loves mo.” 

After the service, tho wedding party assembled in tho 
humblo little vestry, and the bride, raising her veil, mot >tbo 
gaze of her friends and relatives. Bligny now sought in vain 
for a trace of the tears which ho had seen her shod in silence. 
Tho flame of pride, indeed, had obliterated all sign of 
sorrow from hor face; she was calm and smiling and 
spoke with complete seK-possossion. The Duke was dis¬ 
pleased ; for ho would have preferred to have found hor over¬ 
come. And noting the change, he concluded that tho proud 
young woman was bent on defending herself against him, and 
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tlifit a struggle -would ensue. But no matter, Iio decided to 
fight the battle, and confiidently looked forward to victory. 

On resuming his seat in the gala .carriage -wnth his future 
father-in-law and Ath&ais, he had to liet^to all the remarks 
which Mouliuet had held in reserve durjmg the ceremony. It 
was really gay, this midnight service in a sepuldiral church, 
with the cold air falling on one’s- shoulders like an icy mantio. 
The ex-judge of the Tribunal of Oommerce,h^ no taste for 
weddings of tliat kind. Three weeks later he meant to escort 
his daughter to the altar, and folks would then see what ho 
■understood by a wedding. The mass would be celebrated at 
tho Madeleine;, tod he had ordered the Ihost expensive cere¬ 
mony that could be devised—the whole have illuminated, a 
lavish display of flowers and evergreens, dioi^is-singing and 
solos -” 

“ Soli,” interrupted the Duke, whom this pictured magni* 
licence was beginning to annoy. 

“ Solos, soli” resumed Moulinet, who attached little or no 
importance to the question which was the correct pj.m’ul of the 
two. At all events there would bo plenty of vocal music, 
chanted by the artistes of the Opera with M. Faure at their 
head. In fact, everything would be of the very best. Tho 
ceremony would cost fifteen thousand francs; but what did 
iBbulinet care for that ? He did not marry his dat^hter every 
day, and he was determined that her weddjpg should be long 
remembered and long spoken of. 

“However little folks may speak of it, m^^eur, they will 
always speak of it too much^” interrupted the Duke, in a tone 
which was as cutting as the blade of a knife. 

“But, my son-in-law,” began Moulinet, who felt greatly 
vexed. 

“Excuse m^ monsieuTj,” interrupted the Duke again, 
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“ but to begin ivith, I am not your son-in.la'w yet, and in 
addition, you would oblige me by not using sucli a thoroughly 
vulgar expression, wlucli'« only wortliy of shopkeepers.* 
Besides, here we age at Monrieur, Derblay’s, and I would 
urgently beg of you to speak as Httle as you can in the interest 
•of all of us.” , • , . 

Thereupon sloTfly leaving the carriage, which had just 
stopped, the young plan gallantly offered his hand to Made¬ 
moiselle Mbidinet, so as to help her to alight, whilst the'ex- 
commercial ''judge, who was altogether abashed, nervously 
asked himself if the Duke took him for aff animal. 

In the grand dmwing.room of the Chateau de Pont- 
Avesnos, the Marquise de Beaulieu sat listening to Bacho- 
lin, who was ttdking to her in an undertone. That same 
morning she had requested the old notary to obtain M. 
Derblay’s authorisation to acquaint Ckire with her real 
pecuniary situation. The marriage being accomplished, the 
Marchioness had considered it was <mly right that the young 
wife should be informed of her ruin and her husband’s 
loving disinterestedness. The ironmaster would thus receive 
a fitting reward for his delicacy of conduct. But Philippe, in 
his anxiety to spare his wife all worry and bitterness.of 
feeling, had refused his consent. He did not wish tha! Claire 
should feel herself in* any degree lessened on entering m 
house. Why oast a cloud over .her delicate, sensitive mind? 
To satisfy his own self-esteem? To wring some confused and 
perhaps humiliating words of thanks from Oairo? He 
considered it would be unworthy of him to employ such 

• The French term gendn, for wlu<h the only English equivalent is 
son-in-law, is never used in good French society. Perhaps its etymology 
may account for this. At all events it has certainly boon'tabooed sinco 
tho days whon II, Poirier used it so frequently in M. Augier’s master¬ 
piece,— 
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means in view of gaining her affection. Ho was desirous of 
more <liaii her gratitude. He wished to win her love. 

“■Well, my dear Baehelin, I will say nothing, as hfonsieur 
Herhlay desires it, ” remarked the 'Marchioness. “ But I don’t 
lliiuk I should show the same deffeacy if I were in his place. 
At all events, I confess that he astonishes me. Ho has a sur- 
■f prising breadth of view and a t^onderfully elevated mind. Ho 
is really an extraordinary man.” 

“ So I had the honour of tolling you, Madame la Marquise, 
when I first spoke to you of him,” replied Baehelin. “ He is 
a true nobleman.” 

“Yes, yes, we have been fortunate,” rejoined the Mar¬ 
chioness. “And wo are indebted to you for this happy 
result. Let us hope that my daughter will know how to 
approciato her husband. She looks very pale, Baehelin.” 

Tho old notary turned round. Claire’s face had the hue of 
death, and with her wreath of orange-blossom she looked ns 
Juliet must har'f) looked on rising from the marble slab in 
response to the loved voice of Eomoo. The Duke had just 
ap])roached her, and with a melancholy smile, “We are about 
to leave, Claire,” he said, “but before retiring I wished to 
speak to you. My heart is very sad and troubled. A w'ord 
from you wmxild tranqulllise me. Be e:ood, and teH me that 
you forgive me.” 

Claire proudly raised her head, and giving tho Duke a 
triumphant look she replied in a firm voice, “I have forgotten 
everything. I love my husband. Good-bye.” 

Blignystarted, and answering bravado with bravado, “I 
trust you speak sincerely,” he rejoined; and then, in an 
almost threatening tone, ho added, “yiu revoir, Claire, till 
wo meet again.” With a final bow ho thereupon turned 
away. 
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“ Ah, Duke, so you axe going ? ” exclaimed the Baron, inter¬ 
cepting the young man as he crossed the room. 

“ Yes;” answered the Duke coldly. “ I’ve nothing more to 
do here. It’s the husband’s turn.” • 

“Eh! eh!” said the Baron. “ You speak rather bitterly. 
Come, confess it, now that Claire is married you are not 
without regret ? ” 

With a sarcastic glance the Duke directed attention to 
Claire, who now seemed scarcely able to support herself. 
“ Eegret P ” said he. “ Is the regret on my side ? ” 

. ‘ ‘ That’s rather a pretentious akswer, and a pretty ridiculous 
one too,” rejoined Monsieur de Pr4font. .“But, as you con¬ 
sider yourself such a conqueror, pray do me a favour. Look 
at Monsieur Derblay, and tell me if ho looks like a husband 
who would let his wife bo taken from him ? ” 

Tho Duke glanced at> Philippe, who stood erect, at his full 
height, in a comer of the room. His face, bronzed by exposure 
to the sun, seemed symbolical of energy. Such a man’s anger 
woidd assuredly prove terrible. But the Duke did not appear 
impressed; far from it. “Pooh!” said he, “blacksmiths 
have always been an ujjlucky set since Vulcan’s time, you 
know.” 

“Indeed!” replied the Baron gravely. “Well, take my 
advice, and beware of the blacksmith’s hammer.” 

Tho Duke shrugged his shoulders carelessly, and walked 
towards Monsieur Moulinet, who was standing alono near 
one of the doors. “We will go Whenever you like,” said 
Bligny. 

“ Oh! I won’t detain you,” muttered the ex-judge of tho 
Tribunal of Commerce. “'^Vhat a reception, my dear Duke ! 
They haven’t even offered us as much as a glass of water! 
That’s what we folks of tho middle classes call a dry wedding. 
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But you shall see how I’ll manage matters. I moan to give a 
couplo of dinners and a ball which will create q^uitc a sensa¬ 
tion. And when our guests leave my house they won’t fool 
famished, I can pros^ise yom” 

MouUnot might have'eontihued enmnerafing all the splendid 
tilings he meant to do wiAout^ fe^ pf interruption, for the 
Duke did not listen to him. He was watching Athonais, who 
was just bidding the bride good-bye. She had taken hold of 
Chiiro’s hands on approaching her, and was indulging in a 
noisy display of spurious offeetitin. 

“We shall be near one another all the' summer,” she said. 
“ La Varenne is only a league off. But how I shall raiss you 
during the winter! Paris will seem quite empty without you. 
AVUl Monsieur Derblay really be so cruel as to shut you up at 
Pont-Avesnes for good? Of coiirso I.know that you will lack 
nothing here, for you are loved, and you love in return. But 
promise mo that you will think of me in your joys, and your 
sadness, if you have any. Tou know very well that I ought to 
shai'o it.” 

Claire remained impassive on hearing these perfidiously 
cruel words. “You may be sure^” she answered, “that I 
appreciate your friendship at its true value. But happiness, 
you know, needs no^isonfidants. I shall be l^ppy without 
talking of it.” • 

Atheuais despaired of conquering her intrepid enemy, and 
with rage at her heart she fiet^mined at least not to spare 
her any vexation.^ “Boss me, dear,” said she. 

“Willingly,” answered (Saire without the least hesitation, 
and her soft burning lips^touched AtMnais’s forehead. But 
her strength was now failing her, and hastily taking the arm 
of the Baroness, who stood close by, she drew her out of tho 
drawing-room, saying, “Let us go, I am stifling,” 
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Tlio Marchioness, who felt somewhat nervous, rose and fol¬ 
lowed her daughter. Claire’s face had at once changed. Her 
eyes had sunk into their sockets, her mouth was contracted, 
and she seemed about to faint. Otme again, however, did the 
firmness of her spirit overcome the weakness of her flesh, and 
looking lovingly at her mother, who was leaning over her, she 
said, “It^is nothing, a little fatigue and emotion, hut I feel 
bettor already.'' 

As she spoke a heotio flush suflused her face, and her eyes 
sparkled with fever. She had hitherto carefully concealed 
her sufferings from her mother, bu£ Madame de Beaulieu now 
had a vague suspicion that she had been deceived. Would this 
marriage' with which, personally, she was so well satisfied, 
really make her daughter as happy as she deserved to bo ? 
Had Mademoiselle de Beaulieu contracted this engagement 
with a calm spirit and confident heart? For the first time 
during the last fortnight the Marchioness reflected seriously, 
and asked herself a number of questions to which she found 
no answers. Accustomed to yield, having formerly borne her 
husband’s infidelity, and then given way to her daughter’s 
gentle despotism, submitting in fact to everything, she never 
troubled herself about her responsibility. She was one of 
those women without a will, who put flp with any situation, 
and fail to understand how any one can be bold enough to try 
and change fate. Thus she had allowed daire to act as sho 
ideased in reference to the marriage. And yet atjihis solemn 
moment she could not help asking herseK if she had really 
behaved prudently j and in her trouble she looked soarchingly 

into her daughter’s eyes, anxious, as it were, for a glanco of 

% 

approbation. Then, taking Claire in her arms, “You are 
happy, my child, aro you not?” she asked. “You soo my 
maternal duties aro over. You will now be mistress of your 
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lifo. Tell me. that I have done all that depended on me to 
ensure your liappiness! ” 

Claire read her mother's anguish of mind in her eyes, and 
making a last effolt to deceiye her, she kissed her tenderly 
and exclaimed, “.Yes, mother dest^ you have made me happy. 
Have no care nor misgiw^^ on that point.” And as her 
mother burst into tears oh bearing these words, she added in 
a stifled voice, “Don’t cry, you will grieve me, and it might 

bo thought-” She did not finish her phrase, but nervously 

clasping her mother in her arms for the last time, “Come,” 
said she, “ we must separate. Come, leave me now—until 
to-morrow.” 

Madame do Beaulieu felt reassured by Claire’s ajiparent 
calmness, and she returned to the drawing-room with a weight 
off her mind. 

At this moment Suzanne entered Madame Derblay’s apart¬ 
ment, followed by Brigitte. Doubting the latter’s dexterity, 
she had determined to accompany her and assist her in dis¬ 
charging her duties. As lightsome as a bird she turned 
round the room, carefully superintending the maid, wliilst 
Claire looked on in silence, but with a gleam of suspicious 
displeasure in her'eyes. She thought to herself that her 
liusband’s sister would bo inccssaniSy on the watch, and that 
her eyes, guided by affection for her brother, would note each 
fit of melancholy that'overcame her. Claire thus looked upon 
Suzanne a^ a spy, and, carried away by the exaggeration of 
her feelings, she began to hate her. 

However, the young girl had divested Claire of her veil 
and weath, and was daintily fingering them, smoothing the 
creases of the tulle, and strmghtening the flowers—tormented 
plainly enough by some s^^t desire which she hesitated to 
express. At length, however, approaching Madame Dorblay 
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again, "It is tliougM in our province,” she sa^d, with 
a hliish, “ that a spray of orange-blossoms brings haiipinoss 
wlien culled from the wreath of a bride one lores. I love 
you very dearly, sister, so will you* allow mo to take a few of 
tJiese flowers ?” 

Claire looked coldly at Suzanne, and suddenly tearing 
away the garland which adorned her dress, she threw it at 
her foot, exclaiming, “If these flowers bring happiness I 
have no need of them. There, you can take them, take them 
all.” 

Suzanne stepped back in astonishment; tho wreath fell 
from her hands, and turning her tearful eyes on Claire, 
"You don’t seem to care for these flowers,” she said. “ And 
yet they were given you by my brother.” 

Claire was touched by this complaint, and for one instant 
she seemed about to soften. But her proud, obstinate nature 
swiftly regained supremacy, and she let the hand she was 
lidding out to Suzanne di’op to her side again, 

"Leave her, my dear girl,” said the Baroness to Mademoi¬ 
selle Derblay. “ She needs a little calm. Don’t be grieved; 
take up tho wreath again; it will servo you - as a pattern one 
of these days.” And showing Suzanne a smiling face, she 
led her—^now reassUred—^to the drawing-room door. 

Absorbed in her painful thoughts, Claire sat motionless and 
silent with her eyes fixed upon vacancy. “'Well, my dear, 
what are you thinking of?’! asked the Baroness, returning 
towards her. “You have sadly grieved that poor girl, and 
she really did not deserve it. Can’t you manage to control 
}’our nerves?” And then in a bantering tone Madame do 
Prefont added, " Come, • frankly now, you wouldn’t look 
more overwhelmed if you were being led to execution to the 
tune of tho funeral march in tho fifth act of Juive.’' 



136 


THE IROiNMASTEli; 


Claire replied with such a Beproachful glance that her cousin 
at once became serious again. “ Come,” said she, “sjioak to 
mo and toll me ev^Iything• What is the matter ? ” 

Claire rose tiP her feet, took a few stops at hazard, and then 
pausing ip frontbf the Baroness, and clasping her hands with 
a gesture of anguish, “ Can’t you seh^how I suffer ? ” she 
asked. “ Don’t you understand that I feel as if I were going 
mad ? In a npioment you will have gone, all of you—all those 
who lore me—and I shall remain alone in this great unknown 
house. What can I catch at? whom can l turn to P Every¬ 
thing that bound me to the past is severed; everything that 
could have attached me to the future has disappeared.” 

“ You are grieving and worrying yourself as if you were 
really abandoned,’’ said the Baroness. “But come, you 
haven’t loe^ the affection of your relatives. .And besides, 
you have fresh affection awaiting fou—sincere,- devoted 
affection.' Tour husband is there; he loves you; be con¬ 
fident.” 

The Baroness stopped short, for as she pronounced the 
words “your husband,” she saw Claire diudder. “Oh! if 
you only knew what is passing within me,” muttered Madame 
Derblay, “ I was bent on this marriage, no doubt; my pride 
urged me madly on; but now that it is accomplished it horri¬ 
fies me. That man my husband! Ah! .1 should like to fly 
from him. Don’t leave me yet, stay here; ho will not dare to 
come to me as long as yon are with me. Oh, that man! That 
man who inspires me the first fear I have ever felt in 
life—ah! how I hate 

“Good heavens!,frighten mo!” exclaimed tho 
Baroness, who realfyfelt alarmed. “Perhaps your mother 
ho^ot gone yet. Shall I call her ?” 

“No, uo!” Claire answered ^hastily. “I jiiii=t hide the 
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truth from Lor more than from any one else. You saw Low T 
restrained myself when she was here. She must neyer know 
my fears; she must never suspect my despair. Poor dear 
mother! It was for love of me Ishat she helped me to con¬ 
clude this marriage. If she only thought? Oh, no! ’Tis 
enough that I should suffer. It was I that willed it, and 1 
alone must bear the-burden. My weakness is inexcusable, 
unworthy of me. Eest at ease, I will not give way like 
that again.” 

The Baroness looked at Claire, alarmed by the bitterness of 
her tone and the violence of*her words; but nothing could 
bo road in the expression of the young bride’s face. “ Go 
and Join your husband,” she added. ” Don’t worry yourself, 
or think about it. Kiss me, @,nd promise me you will forget 
what has happened here as soon as you leave the room. Will 
you promise it ? ” 

“ Yes, dear, I will,” replied the Baroness. “ Come, till to¬ 
morrow.” And thereupon, with a stiflod sigh and a last sad 
glance at her cousin, Madame de Pr6font loft the room, mur¬ 
muring, “ Poor Claire I” 



XI. 

Claike remained alone in the spacious room, and her eyes 
strayed vaguely round her. The aspect of the apartment was 
solemn and severe. The lamps- cast a soft light over the old 
tapestry hangings, which depicted the adventures of Eonaud 
and Arraide. Under a tent all gold and purple the knight 
was stretched at the feet of the enchantress, and smiled as ho 
languidly raised a large drinking-cup of preoimxs metal. 
Farther on came the two knightly liHStators riding through 
the enchanted forest and warding off the monsters that tried 
to bar their way by moans of the magic shield. Finally 
appeared the battle fought by the Christians against the 
troops of the Soudan under the walls of Jerusalem, and hero 
Armido was shown, standing in her chariot drawn by white 
unicorns, and aiming with bow and arrow at Eenaud, all 
gory with the blood of the infidels. A marvellous Eenais- 
sance cabinet, in ebony,'incrusted with polychromatic marble, 
stood in a recess, facing a handsome colonnaded bedstead of 
carved pear-wood, which had a canopy of Genoa velvet, with 
bunches of flowers woven on a maize ground. An admirablo 
Louis Xni. coffor,2«;i»bony with brass ornaments, served in 
lieu of the usualchest of drawers. A superb 
mirror, in a bro^b frame of detached foliage daintily 
cbjpeUod, reflected the subsiding glow of the fire now smoul¬ 
dering in a lofty sandstone chimnoy-picco, above which, sot in 
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tlio wainscot, there appeared a remarkable oil-painting of the 
Spanish school, depicting a fair infanta, rigid in her stiff 
costume, with her chin resting on a lace ruff, and with a 
melancholy smile playing OTer her face as she inhaled the 
perfume of a rose-. Broad brass fillets fastened to the walls, 
and a Flemish chandelier hanging from the panelled ceiling, 
coniideted the decoration of the room, at once so rich and 
simple in its aspect. ' ' 

But Claire cared little for the surroundings. She was 
thinking. Carried^away by her desire to avenge herself on 
the Duke and AtMna'is, she had deceived herself as to the 
situation in reserve for her. She had 'dismissed all thought 
of what would happen when the marriage was accomplished. 
She had fervently hastened the wedding, anxious that society 
should believe it was she who had jilted the Duke, and not the 
Duke who had forsalleto her. -But now, all on a sudden, sbo 
found herself face to face with the cruel rcaUty. The neces¬ 
sities of manied life appeared to her, revealed by this room, 
which would belong to her husband as to herself, by Ibis 
couch, which she must share with a man who was almost a 
total stranger to her. 

Her feminine delicacy revolted at the thought. She held 
. Philippe and herself in horror. She must have been mad 
when she decided on this marriage, and he had acted most 
imworthily in lending himself to her plans. Her ideas 
became confused and whirled despairingly through her 
brain. She went to the window, and opening it, inhaled the 
fresh night air, which made her a little calmer. The moon 
had passed through the clouds, and shone over the lofty 
trees in the park, with, its pale ^sc mirrored in the sheet of 


water. All was silent and solemn, and Claire asked herself 
if it would not bo better for her to disappear for over in the 
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midst of this pime deep peacefulness, rather than struggle 
against the shameful and repugnant difficulties of life. ♦She 
thought, for one moinent, of hastening to that shining, 
unruffled water, arid of confiding herself to its keeping, like 
Hamlet’s pale Ophelia, in the immaculate virginity of her 
first and only love. • . * 

But she was deterred by concern as to -the opinion of 
society, by the same anxiety as to what other people might 
say that had inffluenced her so fatally in her earlier resolu¬ 
tions. She smiled bitterly at the tho;aght that Athenai's 
would probably say she had killed herself for the love of tho 
Duke. She shrank from the commotion whichdMs romantic 
deatli would cause among all who knew, her; She did not 
wish to rend the hearts of her relatives, and leave them as a 
legacy the almosfc degrading shame of the suicide. She 
glanced for the last time at the luminous, q^uiescent water, 
aud closing the window, went and sat down near the fire¬ 
place. It was settled, she realised it; she no longer belonged 
to herself. She must live, live bound to a man who was on 
the point of,coming to her armed with his rights and privi¬ 
leged to enforce his will upon her—upon her, hitherto so free 
and invariably obeyed. She experienced mingled fear and 
anger at tho thought. Her pride protested against sub¬ 
jection, and eager for revolt, she' asked herself how she might 
best wring her liberty from hei? husband. 

She dreamt of a form of wedlock in which husband and 
wife would both, remain free. She cared little whether 
Philippe remained faithful or not, provided'he were r'espectfiJ 
and submissive. He might do what he pleased on condition 
that she remjmed her own mistress. ’Would it be so very 
difficult to b^ce this ironmaster, an ambitious man, no 
doubt, to show some amount of deference to the wishes of a 
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wife who placed a large fortune and high family influence at 
Ilia disposal? She had divined that he loved her, hut she 
could not take his feelings into account. "With the despotism 
of a woman accustomed to see everything bend to her fancy, 
she waived this embarrassing question of his love aside, and 
determined to stand her ground if he showed himself exacting. 
She was proud and energetic, capable of fighting find strug¬ 
gling if need be, and she felt confident that she would 
triumph over all resistance, however serious. In her implac¬ 
able selfishness, she did not once think of how grievously-sho 
was about to wound the heart of the man who adored her. 

The noise of footsteps sounding in the adjoining room 
made her suddenly start. The blood rushed to her face, and 
too nervous to remain seated, she rose, and leaning on the 
mantelshelf murmured, “ It is he! ” 

Philippe had remained alone after doing the honours of the 
house to his friends and relatives and superintending their 
departm’e. As the last of them drove away he betook himself 
almost mechanically to his bachelor’s bedroom. The apart¬ 
ment he was to- occupy with his wife had formerly belonged 
to his father ajd mother. With delicious perturbation ho re¬ 
flected that close by, separated merely by a few doors, the 
woman he loved was awaiting .him, in her white bridal robe, 
and even more a prey to emotion than himself. He had often 
thought with yearning of the happy hour when this beautiful 
girl would become wholly his, but noW it seemed as if all 
desire were quelled. He was grave, preoccupied, and greatly 
touched. His love for Claire was blended with a kind of pro¬ 
tective tenderness. He felt for her almost the same affection 
as ho had felt for his sister when she was a child. In his 
heart he thanked Providence for granting him possession of 
the treasure he had so ardently coveted; and he vowed that 


o 
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he would show himself worthy of the favour coiifeiTocl upon 
him and do everything in his power to make Claire truly 
happy. 

Half an hour after the last guest had gone off ho was still 
in his bachelor’s room, seated in his arm-chair and thinking. 
As })0 suddenly realised the flight of time, he smil(td and con¬ 
sidered himself rather foolish. Then gpringiDg to his feet ho 
hastened into his dressing-room. He caught sight of himself 
in the ehoval-glass, and on noting his wedding attiro it 
oecuiTod to him that it would he,supremely ridiculous to 
apjiear before his wife in a dross coat and a white necktie. 
ITo accordingly donned a dark- blue morning suit, and then 
with a palpitating heart, with inexpressible emotion pervading 
his whole being, he ^ook the way to Claire’s apartment. After 
crossing the little drawing-room ho rapped lightly at the door, 
but obtained no answer. Considering, however, that ho had 
suflieiontly announced his coming, ho turned the handle and 
went in. 

Claire, who still wore her' bridal dress, was standing silent 
and grave beside the chimney-piece, with her ai-m resting 
on the mantelshelf. She did not look at him, but merely 
lowered her head, and Philippe could see her lafr hair scintil¬ 
lating in the lamplight, lie took a few steps forward and 
speaking with effort asked, “ Will you allow mo to approach 
you ? ” 

Claire made a gesture of assent, and profiting by tlio 
authorisation, Philippe glided to the sofa, where he sat down, 
or rather crouched, bonding forward at such an acute angle 
lliat he seemed to bo almost at his wife’s feet. Ho looked at 
her attentively, and her contracted features and tliclr harsh 
expression ^«^ished him. Ho was aheady acquaint,(A with 
that wild tl^eatening gleam in her eyes; he had noted it when 
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ahe waa iu tlie presence of tlie Due de BUgny. He felt 
RMious on seeing her thus draivn together, as it were, as if 
she were preparing for a struggle. Ho could not divine her 
projects, hut he instinctively foresaw some form of resistance. 
However, he was determined to try and penetrate that heart 
which remained so obstinately closed, determined to endeavour 
to .solve this living riddle, and thus he at once became as calm 
and as collected as he had been nervous and troubled a few 
moments before. This change in Philippe’s mind was ominous 
for Claire. She might Qfsily have subdued a troubled, hesi¬ 
tating husband, but by putting him on his guard she revived 
all his penetration and energy. 

"We are now for the first time alone,” said Philippe in a 
low voice, “ and I have many things on my heart Avhich I 
M'ish to tell you. So far I have not dared to speak—should 
not have expressed my feelings properly. All my life has 
been spent in work. And ! must beg you to be indulgent. 
Believe me, what I say can give no idea of what I feel. You 
have often seen-me approach you, stammer a few words, and 
then lapse into silence. • I was afraid of appearing either too 
bold or too timid. And this fear purely,.ed me. I contented 
myself with listening to you, and your voice seemed like music 
to my oars. I forgot oveiything while looking at you and 
watcliing you as you walked along the terrace in the sunlight. 
Thoughts of you absorbed me and I began to adore you. Wow 
indeed you have become my only thought, my hope, my Ufo. 
And thus judge of my hai)pinoss when I see you there, near 
mo and wholly mine! ” 

As ho spoke, Pliilippe took hold of Claire’s hand and 
pressed it pas.sionately to his burning brow. But she stepped 

back and disengaged herself. "I beg you, monsieur-” 

said she in a tone of weariness. 
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riiilijipo hastily raised his head, and looting in astonish¬ 
ment at Claire, “Whait -worries you?” he asked. “Ami 
so mii'oi tunate that my words displease you ? ” 

“ Do not speak them now, Z heg .of you,” answered dairo, 
gc3itly. “ You can see thatl am deeply distressed.” 

I’Jiilippe was touched by his wife’s sorrowful tone, and 
shaking his head sadly he exclaimed, “Yes, you are pale 
and trembling. Am I the cause of it ? ” 

Claire averted her face to hide the tears which were trick¬ 
ling down her cheeks and then i]|f<an .unsteady, quivering 
voice, she answered, “ Yes.” * 

“Set yourmind at ease, I beg of you,” rejoined Philippe. 
“Cun you not realise that my first and foremost wish is 
to avoid displeasing you ? "What would you have me do ? 
Toll 311 0 . The task will bo an easy one, for 1 love you so.” 

The- young wife started joyfully. It seemed as if a ray of 
hope sliono through the darkness in-which she was struggling. 
Noting her husband’s passionate ardour, shd reolisod what 
boundless power she might exercise over him, and she 
pitilessly decided to abuse her jiosition. She became 
coquettish, and looking at the ironmaster for the first time, 
witli an insidious smile, “ If you love me,” she said, 
then——” 

She finished her phrase with a gesture which Philippe fuHy 
understood. 

“Do you wish me to leave you?” he asked submissively. 
“Is that the trial yqu we pleased to impose on me ? I will 
resign myself to it if such be your will.” 

Claire breathed again with a delightful feeling of relief. 
She realised that she was the absolute mistress of this man 
Avlio had so frightened her at first. The expression of her 
face at once changed, ahd she looked at Philippe with a ra- 
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dIant bro-w. “ Yes,” said she, “ I should feel grateful to you. 
Tlie day’s emotion has upset me. I need calm; 1 need to 
think. But later, to-morrow, when I am more self-jiossossed, 
more mistress of myself, I will explain to you-” 

Philippe remained for a moment silent. Certain o'f Claire’s 
words did not ring clearly. This postponement, suggested 
with so much embarrassment, seemed to him suspicious. 
There was some mystery in all this, and he must solve it. 
“ What' you toU me to-morrow, or later on, that I cannot 
hoar to-day?” he* rejoined. “Isn’t my life henceforth 
inseparable from yours ? Our road is traced already. It is 
for yon to be confiding and sincere, for me to be devoted aud 
patient. I am prepared to be so, I assure you. Arc you of 
tlio same di^osition ? ” 

Philippe’s language was dear and firm, and ho looked his 
wife full in the face whilst speaking. Bho feared she had 
advanced too rapidly, and accordingly retreated. “ Let me 
tell you that confidence is not acquired in a moment,” said 
she. “ I have only been married for a couple of hours. And 
alas! my life dates farther back tha.i that. My life was 
a happy one. I had the right to think aloud. I was free to 
remain silent when I chose. I have never been compelled to 
prevaricate. My troubles—I was not without troubles, as you 
Icnow—-were readily guessed, and those about me understood 
that the recollection of them could not fade away at once. I 
was greatly spoiled—never asked to smile, when I felt sad at 
heart. But if I must resign myself to dissimulation with you, 
I beg of you to grant me time to grow accustomed to such 
constraint.” 

Claire had skilfully shifted the question, so as to avoid a 
frank reply. She set herself up as a victim, and insistence 
would have seemed cruelty on Philippe’s part, as ho well 
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realised., “ Pray don’t add another word,” cried he, hastening 
as it were to the sacrifice expected of him. “You wrong me 
with those suppositions. You will never have a more tender 
and devoted friend than myself. In marrying you I took my 
share of your troubles, and my ambition is to efface them from 
your memory. Eely on me; I am responsible for your happi¬ 
ness. If you have had deceptions in the past, hope for some¬ 
thing better in the future. Far from me be the taught of 
imposing my love upon you. All that I a^k of you is to allow 
mo to try, by dint of care and tenderness,, to win you from 
yourself. That is all my ambition; and since you need repose 
and solitude, remain here as free and as confident as you were 
yesterday. I will retire, for that is what you wish, is it not ? 
Well, let it be as you desire.” 

Those words had not merely irritated the young wife, but 
made her apprehensive as woU. The ironmaster showed Jiim- 
sclf so proud and so magnanimous that it seemed as if all the 
<!ombinations she had devised in view of regaining her liberty 
would result in miserable failure. Philippe hastened to satisfy 
her wishes with such xmr'xpected ^lacrity that she asked her¬ 
self if it would be possible for her to live apart from him ? 
IIo adored hor, and ho declared that his ambition was to win 
her love. How could she for ever repel such a loyal, generous 
man, without showing herself im]‘ust or cruel. Her husband’s 
gentleness and tenderness would prevent her resisting on tho 
morrow, unless downright brutality was had recourse to. She 
realised the danger she ran, and determined to .escape it by 
resolutely severing the ties that united her to Philippe. 

As she remained silent and motionless, her husband ap¬ 
proached hor. ,;^e leant forward, and his lips touched her 
foivihead. “ Tfli^to-morrow,” said he; but as ho inhaled tho 
perfume of her golden hair, as his mouth came in contact 
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with her qiiiveriug brow, he was seized ivith a wild, mad, 
passionate longing. Torgetful of his promises, oblivious of 
the susceptible feelings of the troubled heart which beat so 
near his own, conscious only that he was beside an adorable 
woman whom he passionately loved and who belonged to 
1dm, he caught her in his arms in an irresistible transport, 
and looking at her with burning eyes exclaimed, “Ah.! if you 
only knew how much I love you.” 

Surpiifed at first, Claire promptly turned livid. She throw 
herself back, and setting her hands on her husband’s shoulders, 
she tried to escape this contact which was so odious to her. 
“Leave me! ” she cried in an angry voice. 

Philippe unlinked his arms, and drew back in turn; then, 
looking at his wife, who stood before him with trembling limb,s 
and her face convulsed as it were with anguish, “What!” 
said he in a troubled voice, “you do not oven allow mo to 
touch your forehead with my lips. You repd me with violence, 
almost with horror. What is passing in your mind? This 
is not the mero.timidity of a maiden. .It is repugnance. Do 
you hate me, tlien ?—and why ? What have I done to you ? 
Ah! the words you spoke a little while ago return to me; now, 
I fear, 1 understand them only too well. Since the deception 
you experienced, something more tian bitterness has remained 
in your heart. There is regret, perhaps-” 

“ Monsieur! ” protested Claire in a husky voice. 

But Philippe had become excited. Surging anger had 
brought colour tdr his checks, and walking nervou.sly np and 
down, “Madame,” said ho, “this is no time for vague pro¬ 
testations. The moment has come for a frank, full explanation 
between us. Your attitude has inspired me with suspicions 
that you must dispel. A woman does not repulse her husband 
without a motive. To treat mo as you do, you must-^_” 
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Pliiliiipe stopped short. His voice died away in his throat. 
Ho had become extremely pale and his hands trembled ner- 
Toualy. However, he drew a lo^g breath, and then taking 
Lis stand in front of his wife, so hs to carefully observe the 
piny of her features, he resumed, ** That man jvho forsook you 
so cowardly—that man, do you still happen to love him ? ” ■ 
Claire realised that a certain, .decisive opportunity for the 
•rupture she. desired was now at hand,.and yet she hgjd.tatod to 
l)rofit by it. Ph^ppe frightened her with bis poynlRl, lucid 
anger. She remained in suspense before him, with her heart 
leaping in her bosom, and understanding well enough that 
Lor fate now hung on a mere thread. Her silepce brought 
riiilippo’s anger to such a pitch that he caught her by the 
arm, imd looking at her with flaming eyes oxdaimod, “ You 
Lave heard me. Answer, me. You must so. I am deter¬ 
mined on it.” 


The grasp of his hand on Claire’s arm was as the touch of 
a finger on the trigger of a loaded firearm. Her answer sped 
forth like a bullet. The haughty young bride, wounded by bis 
violence and actuated by resentment, looked her husband full 
ill the face. ' “Well, and even if it were so?” she answered 
audaciously. 

Scarcely were these words spoken than she regretted them. 
The ironmaster drew himself up to his extreme height. He 
seemed to iucreall in stature, his face assumed a terrible 


expression, and he raised his fist as though he held one of the 
heavy hammers with Jwhic^ his workmen Ufeat the raw metal. 
“ You unfortunate womj^l ” he cried. 

Claire did not single step. She lowered her head 

and let her handfU^Ktlessly beside her, as though she were 
a martyr prepaj^^f^ death. Philippe noticed her attitude, 
heaved a heariSrending sigh, and took a few stops up and 
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down, forcibly clutcbing bold of bis right band -witb tbe left 
one, as if be wisbed to crush it for having dared to threaten 
the woman be loved so well.' *Tben regaining some amount of 
self-possession, “Come,” said ho to Claite, “measure your 
words. What you have told me cannot be true. It is imj^os- ■ 
sible.' I am dreaming, or else you have meant to try me.' It 
must be tha^ is it not ? Ob, don’t fear to confess it. I forgive 
you befor^jand, although you have made ine suffer sadly. 
You must ^ trifle with a heart like mine, as you will know 
some day. It is 8 cruel pastime^ I assure yOu.” 

He tried to smile, but a bitter twinge clung to his lips. 
Claire’s brow remained obstinately overcast. She seemed 
insensible, gifted, as it wore, with the inert strength of a 
block of stone. “ But speak, come,” said Philippe, entreat- 
ingly. “Tell mft,,something. You are silent. It is true^, 
then?” 

She did not answer a word, but abandoned herself to the 
fate she hM prepared; vaguely conscious ^t she was com¬ 
mitting a crime, and yet determined, in her uncomiuerable 
pride, to carry matters to the bitter end. Philippe, who was 
overcome with painful stupefaction, approached the window, 
and leaning his burning forehead against the cool glass, 
strove to regain his self-possession. He realised that the 
painful explanation he had provoked was commencing, 
and he wished to loam how far Claire had decided to carry 
her audacious revolt. He approached her again. “And 
so,” said he, “it was with yoTir heart full of another that you 
consented to marry me ? And despite the uUworthiness of 
his conduct, despite the affront he exposed you to, you stiff 
love him! And you dare to tell me so! You gave me youx 
w'ord that you would prove a faithful, loyal wife, and this is 
how you keep your engagement! Without a blush of shame, 
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you i>laced your hand in min©., Ah! to what point of moral 
tui-pitudo have you fallen then! ” 

“1 do not defend myself, monsieur,” said Claire. “Is it 
generous on your part to make me suffer ? ” 

“You suffer!” cried Philippe. “And I, do I net sulTcw 
also ? I, who love you with all the strength of my soul—I, 
who was ready to do anything to please you, and who only 
asked for a little indulgence and affection in exchange. But 
you have sacrificed me, speculating on my confidence, laugh¬ 
ing at my hlindnoss, perhaps, in order to satisfy your wounded 
pride and hide your mortification! Do you know such con¬ 
duct is atrocious ? ” 

“Ah! Have you not perceived that I have been mad for 
the lust fortnight ? ” cried Claire, ceasing to restrain herself. 
“ Cun you not understand that I am struggling in a circle 
from which'I find no outlet. I was impelled to act as I did 
by irresistible fate. I must seem to you a miserable woman, 
but you will never judge my conduct as severely as I judge it 
myself. I have deserved your anger and contempt, no doubt. 
Como! tako everything belonging to me except myself. My 
fortune is yours. I give it to you. Let it bo the ransom of 
my liberty! ” 

“Your fortune! You offer it to me? To mo?" cried 
Philippe. He ^as on the point of revealing the truth, of 
acquainting her, in his indignation, with everything that he 
had hitherto hidden with such scrupxdous dehoacy and care. 
AVhat a vengeance to wreak on haughty Ckirc! And how 
sure, swift, and crushing' it would be! But ho cast the idea 
far aside. H§, considered it unworthy of him ; and calmed 
now by the j^jtisfaction he felt on finding himself so morally 
superior to his wife, he was able to look at her without a 
vestige of anger. “ Do you rcaUy tako me for a man who 
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sells himself?” he asked coldly. “Do you think that I 
merely looked upon my marriage -with you as a speculation ? 
You are mistaken, madame; you fancy that you have still to 
deal with the Due de Dligny.” 

The thrust reached home, and Olairo bounded as if this 
sneer at the Duke wore an insult for herself, “ Monsieur! ” 
she cried with a crushing glance at Philippe. But instead of 
speaking further she relapsed into, silence as if ashamed of 
herself. 

“ Well, why do you pause ? ” tejoinod the ironmaster 
bitterly. “ Defend him, come. It is the least you can do for 
lum. You are perfectly fitted to appreciate his merits. Your 
conduct is similar to his own. ‘ Calculation and deceit,’ that 
is your motto, is it not? Oh! I see things clearly now. 
You wanted a husband who would bo your doi)endant, and 
you chose a very confident one, one very much in love. 
Marriage with mo was a ndsalUance, no doubt, but my docility 
would compensate for my low birth. An(^if I chanced to 
tliink of revolting and asserting my rights, why you had all 
that was needful to close my mouth. A bag of gold, forsooth 1 
And indeed what could I urge in answer to such an argu¬ 
ment ? The husband of such a noble and wealthy wife! I, 
such a vulgar, mercenary being! That is what you planned I 
And when do you come and reveal it to me J Honestly, no 
doubt, an hour before the wedding ? In time for me to refuse 
the bargain if I choose? Nothing of the sort! You only 
enlighten mo when I can no longer retreat, when everything 
is finished, signed, and irrevocable,—when I am irremediably 
your dupe, and when you no longer need foan my escaping 
you! And I, blind that I was, not to have seen the trap! 
Simpleton, not to have suspected this smart intrigxio! I, who 
came hero but a little while ago—palpitating and trembling 
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—to tell you my love! Wasn't I more than mad, more than 
grotesque? Wasn’t my conduct cynical and ignoble in the 
extreme ? For, after all, I have-your fortune, of course. I’m 
2 )aid ! I have no right to complain! ”" 

As he uttered the last words Philippe burst into a frightfully 
bitter laugh, and falling on to the sofa hid his face with his 
quivering hands. Claire had likened,to him without protest¬ 
ing, and yet she felt more hurt by her husband’s reproaches 
than troubled by his grief. She had discarded, all rules of 
equity, and the truth irritated her without enlightening her. 
She did not hear Philippe’s cry of anguish; she only thought 
of tho irony of his words. 

“ Monsieur ! ” she said haughtily, “ let US finish this. 
Spare me useless raillery- ” 

Philippe hastily drew his hands aside, and showing his face, 
down which the tears were streanung, “I am not railing, 
madame,” he replied. “ I am weeping—mourning my decep¬ 
tive hopes, my ^ppiness for ever lost. But this is enough 
weakness. You wished to purchase your liberty a little while 
ago. I give it to you for nothing. Believe me, I shall never 
seek to ti'ouhle it. Between us each tie is severed, and hence¬ 
forth we can have nothing in common. Still a public separa¬ 
tion Avould cause a soandaj which I do not deserve and which 
I must ask you to spare me. We shall live side by side, but not 
together. As I do not wish that there should be any equivo¬ 
cation between us,. I must beg you to listen to wbat I am about 
to tell you. You win some day learn the-truth. You will 
realise that you have been even more unjust than cruel, and 
perhaps you may then think of trying to undo what you have 
dondl But I now warn you that it will be useless. If I saw 
you on your knees at my feet begging my forgiveness, I 
should not have a word of pity for you. I might have been 
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indulgent as regards your anger, but I can never forget your 
selfislmess and the callousness of your heart. Adieu, madame; 
wo shall live as you have willed it. This is ypur room. I 
have mine. From thismoment you will ceRse to exist for me.” 

Claire did not reply a word, but simply bent her head in 
token of nssent., Philippe^ with a pang at his heart, gave her 
a last glance, hoping for soJjie softening, some return of scn- 
sibiliiy that tvould restore her to 1^ at the moment when ho 
was about to lose her for ever. But she remained inert and 
frigid. Not a gleam shot from her eyes, not a word escaped 
her lips. He crossed the room, slowly opened the door, and 
closed it, as if regretfully, pausing again in the little drawing¬ 
room to listen if a cry, a sob, or a sigh would give him— 
wounded and humiliated as he was—the pretext for returning 
the first and offering to forgive, whilst there was yet time. 
But all was silent; he did not hear a sound. 

Then confronting the door behind which the implacable 
young woman remained alone, “ Proud creature,” said he; 
“ you refuse to bend, but I will break you.” 

And passing out into the passage which he had followed so 
hopefully but an hour before, he regained the solitude of his 
bachelor’s room. 



xn. 

The lamps now only gave a feeble light, and tlio liro bad 
gone out, so that tlio spacious room remained in semi-obscurity. 
Claire still stood beside the chimney-piece, spell bound as it 
were, and striving to collect her scattered- thoughts. She liad 
ti-iumphod in tlib struggle, and yet she felt as crushed as if 
she had been vanquished. A sensation of extreme torpor 
oiiprossed her, and her head seemed so heavy that she was 
obliged to 8upj)ort it with her hand. There was a ringing in 
her oars wlu'eh deafened her, and everything seemed to whirl 
madly round and round before her dazzled eyes. Her heart 
leapt to her lips, an icy perspiration overspread her brow, 
and she remained distracted, inert, suffering horribly, feeling 
as if about to faint, and having neither the strength to move 
nor the will to call for help. 

She allowed herself to sink on to the sofa, but was com- 
poUod to rise again at onoefe Sharp pains twitched the muscles 
of her limbs, and she was unable to remain seated. To pro¬ 
cure some relief she £ad to walk up and down, despite the 
heaviness of her head, which seemed to her at once swollen 
and omj)ty. She felt an acute jiain above the"left eyebrow, as 
if some one had hammered a nail into her forehead. Fever 
dilated her ai-l^^ She walked to and fro, and bent almost 
double, nioaniag^o great was her suffering, and over re¬ 
volving in hor troubled mind the same harassing, unbearable 
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ideas. Althougli slie was awake ske seemed a prey to a kind 
of nightmare; and she came and went muttering confused 
words, interrupted from time to time by the convulsive grating 
of her teeth. 

She suffered like this for hours, obstinately determined not 
to call for help, and imagining that if she merely so much as 
opened the door her husband would return in the belief that 
she was anxious to obtain his pardon. And yet, confident in 
his loyalty, she had not even turned the key in the lock nor 
pushed the bolt of the door. She would in truth have been 
a soiTy conquest, a Conquest calculated to frighten PhiHppo, 
for under the influence of the fever which consumed her sho 
had so greatly changed that she could inspire no other feeling 
than one of pity. 

The first glim 2 )se of dawn surprised her still pacing to and 
fro, trying to quell by dint of motion the swelling pain in her 
limbs. • She dragged herself along, with a pale face and dim 
eyes, with her temples beating now as if struck with a 2 iair of 
hammers. Her strength was failing her. Sho glanced at 
the sky, which was tinged with the rosy hues of daybreak, 
and, hoping that the pure morning air might refresh and cahn 
her, she ap 2 iroached the window to oj)en it. But she had 
not strength enough to turn the handle, and suddenly a cry 
esea 2 >ed her, and she fell back fainting on the carpet. 

At about nine o’clock, when Brigitte approacliod the door 
on ti 2 )too to ascertain if her mistres^were still asleep, sho 
heard a melancholy moan. The faithful girl was alarmed, 
and without hesitating she entered the room. Claire uas 
stretched motionless in the position in which she had fallen. 
She was speaking incoherently. Her face was rod, and her 
feet wore j)erfect icicles. Brigitte did not ask herself how it 
happened that Madame Derblay was lying there, still arrayed 
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in her bridal robe, but caugbt her up in her sturdy arms, 
undressed her, and put her to bed as if she had been a child. 
Then, noting that BustPM|i )||^8Bed calmer now that she 
lay between t)^ fresh coed she^"'^® faithM girl hastened 
to fetch her master. He was drSSsiiig in his room. At a 
glance Brigitte noted the tumUed bed, and read the sadness 
on PhiMppe’s face. Taking up a handkerchief whidi lay all 
moist with tears beside the pillow, die shook her head 
gloomily, and exclaimied, “ Ah, Monsieur Philippe! What a 

sad misfortune! You have been crying, and she-” 

The ironmaster turned livid and began to tremble. The 
idea came to him that Oaire had given way to some fit of 
despair and was dead. “ And she ? ” he repeated Avith ax 
expression of frightful agony. 

Brigitte divined his thought. “No,” said she, “not that, 
hut so very iU.” ' 

Philippe did not wait to hear another word; but, itlioul 
even taking the time to put on hie coat, he hastened like a 
madman towards Claire’s roopa. The bridal dress, the 
tumbled petticoats, the tiny shoes with daintily curved heels, 
the perfumed white satin stays, lay here and there in disorder 
on the carpet. Claire was stretched in the large colonnaded 
bed with a purple face and scintillating eyes but partly 
opened. The grave-looking warriors on the tapestry, with 
their lances at rest, s^med to be watching over her. Philippe 
approached the bedsioe. She did not recognise him. She 
was smiling softly with parted, discoloured lips, which dis¬ 
closed her pearly teeth. He took hold of her hand, and found 
that it was bunjing. After passing such an agitated night, 
it now as if deep torpor were stealing over her. 

Philippe irafserionBly alarmed. He hastily wrote a note to 
the Lest doctor at Besanqon, and despatched a servant with a 
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Toticle and a fast horso to fetcli Mm. At the same time he 
sent ■word to Beaulieu. 

These first dutieA 4^693^!yS(tked^ be sat^ddtni at 0aire’s 
bedside, and abatl49ii$& ^ desolating thoughts. 

Would she die? tnto St'ikil ov®? ' She Jtetained motionless, 
but her eyes -were fully o^iened now, and he ndlaced that they 
s(iuinted. A painful contraction seemed to compel them to 
look askance. Her brow, moreover, was contracted as if with 
pain, and from time to time she moaned and raised her hand 
to the nape of her neck- It was evident that she was suffering 
tembly, and her delirium became more and more intense 
each minute. AH the husband’s rancour died away in pre¬ 
sence of this sad sight. Feeling superstitious for the first 
time in his life, Philippe was seized with the idea that if 
Clairo recovered it would bo % sign that happiness was ulti¬ 
mately in store for them, and from this moment his only 
desire was to save her. He loved her madly yet, despite all 
the sufferings she had caused him; perhaps—who knows ?— 
positively oq account of them. 

The two hours Philippe spent at Claire’s bedside wore 
perhaps the most cruel he had* over known; and yet his life 
had already boon full of trials. He felt greatly relieved 
when Madame do Beaulieu and Octave arrived, for it seemed 
to him that ho had now a lesser weight of responsibility to 
bear. Stupefied and frightened as #ie Marchioness was, she 
gave no expression to her feelings. She did not shriek, nor 
shod a torrent of tears, nor invcAe Providence witli frantic 
gestures. She simply asked her son-in-law a few discreet 
questions, prescribed a few elementary remedies, and then, 
pale and grave, sat down beside her daughter, who was 
wholly unconscious of her presence. Octave, who was boiling 
OYo; with impatience and alarm, had ordered a horse to be 
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saddled, and galloped off in view of meeting the doctor and 
hastening his arrival. 

It was nearly noon when tihe practitioner whom Philippe 
had sent for reached Pont-ATeSnes. He was a man still 
young in years, who had had considerable experience in 
hospitals, and who was well acquainted with the progress of 
therapeutics and quite competent to arrive at a serious 
diagnosis. Besides, no particular penetration was needed to 
specialise the complaint from which Claire was suffering. It 
was easily determined by her delirium, the pain she felt in her 
forehead and at the nape of her neck, and by the bi-lateral 
contraction which caused her eyes to squint. The doctor felt 
his patient’s pulse, and counted one hundred and twenty pul¬ 
sations to the minute, and when the thermometer was placed 
under her arm-pits it recorded a heat of nq less than 85°. 
The fever w'as thus extremely intense, and the doctor could 
not help shaking his head and murmuring, “Very serious.” 
Then, as the mother, the brother, and the husband gave him 
an anxious questioning look, he added, “Meningitis.” Next, 
applying his ear to Claire’s white bosom, which rose and fell 
with a painful and oft-repeated effort at breathing, he listened 
attentively for several minutes. “.Some commotion at the 
heart,” ho said, as he drew himself up again, “the result of 
a very severe nervous attack. You must procure some ico 
and a dozen l eeche s at once.” A-r.nu^it^He ‘ig -o* . 

Suzanne, who was listening On the threshold, made a sign 
to Brigitte, and the faithftil maid immediately started off. 

For the last two hours Mademoisello Derblay had been 
waiting in tlw^awing-room, nervously trembling, suspecting 
that Bom^WpP^ery strange h£td happened, but not daring to 
enter the- If^chamber. Now, however, she glided towards 
the bed, not venturing to speak for fear that she inight be 
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sent away, but liolding ber breath and gazing with a look of 
terror at Claire’s flushed face and cdlourlete lips. The atmo¬ 
sphere of the spacious room aeemedlo her-weighty and oppres¬ 
sive, and without a question, .guided in fact merely by the in¬ 
stinct which makes women such admirable nurses, she walked 
on tip-toe to the window and opened it. The doctor glanced 
at her, smiled, and exclaimed, “ Very good.” Philippe, who 
was so absorbed that he had not even seen his sister, now 
turned towards her with a loving grateful look, and unable to 
restrain himself, opeped his arms to her and burst into tears. 
His nerves had been too forcibly strained during the last 
four-and-twenty hours. Suzaime mingled her tears with his, 
and leaning on his shoulder murmured, “ Come, don’t bo 
afraid, Philippe; with us to nurse her, she will surely recover. 
Wo will save her between us! ” 

But if Claire were to be saved it could not be by Suzanne’s 
care. Philippe asked his sister, as a great sacriflce, to consent 
to return to her convent. The ironmaster was afraid of his 
wife’s delirium. She^ spoke with increasing animation and 
the name of the Due de Bligfly incessr ntly rose to her lips. 
She called to him with mad i-age as it were, overwhelming 
him with reproaches, and openly displaying the cruel wound 
he had inflicted upon her by his desertion. Philippe also 
appeared to her in her hallucinations, and always imder a 
threatening aspect. He came armed to kill her, having 
already killed the Duke. She could see the blood on his 
hands, and she begged him to strike and slay her so that she 
might join the man she loved. PhiUppe had to listen, quiot 
and motionless, to these delirious words, but he did not choose 
that Suzanne should hear them. He had sufficient confldonce 
in the future to spare his sister all grief as to his misfortune. 
He tnwted that the painful present would some day fade 
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a-n-ay like a bad dream, and he -was desirous that there should 
not be even the shadow of a painful recollection to estrange 
Snzanno and Claire. Mademoiselle JDdrblay wept bitterly, 
but obedient as usual to her brother’s behest, she started for 
Besangon under the charge of faithful, B:^gitte>; and PhiHppe 
remained to watch over his sufiEmng wife. From the very 
first, when the Marchioness perceived how resolutely, saga¬ 
ciously, and attentively her son-in-law grappled with the 
disease, she left him free to act as he judged'fit, and contented 
herself with assisting him in his endeavours. She spent the 
greater part of the daytime in her daughter’s room; and 
at night-time Philippe installed himself in an anaichair at the 
bedside, and remained watching his, wife by the subdu'ed 
light of a lamp standing in a retired corner. 

Tlio delirium still continued With a pale face the iron¬ 
master had seen Claire’s blood trickle drop hy drop down her 
lovely neck, leaving a ruddy trace on her white skin; but all 
in vain ; the madness which had seized hold of her poor 
weakened brain continued to disturb, it. Days and nights 
elapsed and still the fever subsisted, and its ravaging effects 
increased. The young woman’s face had become extremely 
thin, her cheeks were sunken, and the outline of her jaws 
became each day more defined. Mer limbs "wore ever rest¬ 
lessly on the move, rubbing painfully against the sheets, and 
a muimur of indistinct, words—indistinct since her weakness 
had become so great—could be hoard mthe gloom cast hythe 
bed-curtains. On one question alone had ,Ogre’s brain 
retained a semblance pf lucidity. She was couscious that 
Athenais’s wedding was, taking place whilst she lay stretched 
on her bed ^ suffering- She awoke as it were from her 
trance on the,day when her rival triumphantly mounted the 
steps of the Madeleine, profusely adorned with flowees, thanks 
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to M. Moulinet’s lavish magnificence; she was gifted, so to 
say, with second sight at the precise moment when the crowd 
flocked into the chnrdfi,'in the'wake of the bride and bride¬ 
groom. A gleam of lucidity flashed from her eyes and she 
raised herself up, ,and, in a distinct tone of voioe exclaimed, 
“ They afe.being married now, and I, I am going to die.” 

The Marchioness appifoaohed the bedside and spoke to her 
trying to reassure her, but she would not listen. Besides, 
delirium had already resumed possession of her mind. Sho 
had a frightful nervous attack, shrieked and wrung her arms, 
while her lips were blistered by the intensity of the fever and 
the perspiration saturated her tangled hair. Philippe was so 
alarmed that he at once sent for the doctor, who had not in¬ 
tended calling until the evening. As soon as he arrived lio 
remarked a fresh rise in the heat of Claire’s body. luko 
steam-pipes put to too hard a test, her jirteries seemed on the 
point of bursting. A degree higher and the end would come. 

That day was a horrible one. Philippe waited for the 
result of the crisis in mortal agony. He realised that his life 
was being decided during these interminable, hours, and over 
and ever through iis mind, overcome with weariness and 
grief, there reVolved, as imperiously as a sentence, tho 
thought, •“ If she' lives, we shall end by being happy.” He 
believed in the truth of this presentiment, and would willingly 
have given a part of his own life, to pi-oloiig Claire’s 
existence. 

The evening came at last, but there was no sign of the 
passing calmness which usually came over Claire at night¬ 
time. With knitted brows and grating teeth she lay on tho 
tumbled bed, incessantly calling for tho Duke in a frantic, 
heartrending tone. Philippe had risen and was leaning over 
her, thinking she could not see him. But suddenly her eyes 
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dilated and gazed at him with a look of horror. She made 
an effort to raise her arm, and in a husky voice said," You 
have killed him; what are you waiting for—to kill mo as 
weU?” 

Philippe, whose heart was rent at finding himself still so 
cruelly misunderstood, and who was worn out by so many stu¬ 
pendous efforts, became for a moment as feeble as a child. 
Leaning forward, he rested his forehead on the carved wood¬ 
work of the bedstead, and shed bitter tears. His tears fell 
slowly one by one on to Claire’s burning brow. They came 
like some refreshing dew; it seemed indeed as if these tears, 
springing from Philippe’s heart, were a sovereign remedy. 
The contraction of Claire’s features relaxed. She sighed 
gently and raised herself on one side to listen. Philippe was 
sobbing in the gloom without restraint, believing that his wife 
was still senseless. Bijt suddenly a hand was laid on his, and 
at the same time the sufferer murmured in a weak voice, 

‘ ‘ Who is crying like that ? Is it you, mother ? ” 

The ironmaster raised his head and saw that Claire’s eyes 
were turned towards him. He approached still nearer, and at 
last she recognised him- A cloud seemed to pass before her 
brow, as if she remembered the past. A tear sparkled in her 
dilated eye's, and holding out her hand to the man whom she 
had made suffer so cruelly, "Ah, it is you,” she said; “al- 
w^s you—generous and devoted. Oh! forgive me, Philippe, 
forgive mo! ” 

The ironmaster fell on his knees and passionately kissed 
those eyes which for t^e first time looked at him without a 
gleam of anger. His smiled sadly; then a powerful con- 
ti'action lent a hars4i?%kpression to her face again; delirium 
resumed its hold, aind she once more began to stammer dis- 
comected wotds. 
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For tliree weeks ske had remaiEed hotweeE life and death, 
but this crisis was the last. After that night the malady 
entered into a new phase, and violent agitation was followed 
by increasing torpor. “ The comatose period,” said the doctor 
quietly. “ So far we have done all we could to send Madamo 
Dorblay to sleep, but now we will do all wo can to keep her 
awake.” 

As Philippe realised well enough, this meant that Claire 
would be saved, providing she had no relapse, and providing 
no unforeseen complications sot in. But with the hope of 
her surviving there came the knotty question of arranging 
their future life. As long as she had been in danger ho had 
only thought of saving her from death, but now he would 
have to contend against life itself. On recovering Clairo 
would probably relapse into her former repugnance for her 
husband. Oppressed by disease, she had been momentarily 
touchedj she had had a minute’s weakness, and had implored 
his forgiveness. But on regaining her self-possession, would 
she still show herself so humble and submissive ? Philippe 
had learned to know his wife’s proud ■haracter. llo feared 
a return of her uncompromising pride. Ho trembled at the 
thought that she might imagine ho had determined to profit 
by her convalescence.to set aside the pact they had made on 
that frightful wedding-night. K in undignified fashion ho 
broke the engagement which ho had himself suggested and 
enunciated, he would lower himself, and perhaps for always, 
in Claire’s eyes. Thus it seemed to him that rigour was 
necessary, and, with the strength of character that ho pos¬ 
sessed, he had no fear of weakness tizming him from his 
course. He had sworn to himself that he would break his 
wife’s pride, and ho prepared to keep his oath. 

It was now January, and the winter had so far boon a 
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severe one. The ironworks, where labour had been suspended 
during the height of Claire’s illness, were now again in fall 
aciiviry. The noise of- the hammers sounding on the anvils 
enlivened the young wife. Her long ccmValescence' proved 
very pleasant to her. She found something delightful in this 
resumption of life, and gazed joyfully oh the objects surround¬ 
ing her. She was greatly pleased with her spacious room, 
severe in aspect and somewhat dark, with its old fumitui-e and 
costly tapestry hangings. There was nothing noisy about 
it; everything seemed blended in the same quiet harmony, 
^anclng from heiibed to the hangings, she could see a-nymph 
with streaming hair, who earned a vase whence water gushed, 
spreading over the plain and flowing on like a river. The 
design appeared an allegory to Claire, and it seemed to her as 
if this nymph were pouring out life from the vase she hold. 
Through the high windows she could see the trees, still white 
with flakes of snow and shining in the wintry sunlight. Tho 
birds often flew to tho window os if in search of shelter. She 
looked at tliem with delight, aqd was careful to have'erumhs 
of broad scattered on the window-sill in readiness for her 
fcatlu'red visitors. She took interest in everything. Strength 
gi-adiuilly came hack to her, and it was with genuine pleasure 
tliat slie felt herself return morally and physically to life. 
Slxe would lie for hours idly in her bed, listening to the 
tickhig of the clock without an idea in hei*head, hut lost as it 
were in a delicious sensation of vacuity. 

Tier days wore spent en ms-d-Ute with tlje Marchioness, 
Philippe only coming to see her in the morning and tho oven- 
iug. ITo was careful to inquire after her health, and in- 


Viiriubly asked hg 
could procure. 


11 there w-as-anything she fancied which he 
n, after remaining seated for five minutes 


at the foot of hor bod, he gravely took his leave. She listened 
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to his footsteps as they died away. She looted forward to 
his visits, found that they were too short, and began to feel 
slightly irritated with him. Pinding an opportunity for a 
little quarrel, she toot advantage of it with childish pleasure. 
She was anxious to have some flowers in her room. The con¬ 
servatories of Beaulieu were of floral treasures, and one 
day the Marchioness brought her daughter a superb bouquet 
of wliite hlao. Philippe happened to enter the room and found 
his wife inhaling the flowers. He gently observed that their 
perfume might do her harm, and, taking the bouquet from 
her, he was about to carry it into the drawing-room, when 
Claire vivaciously exclaimed, “ But I fool very well, I assuriSt 
you, and you really might leave me those flowers.” 

“ You are like.aU convalescents,” rejoined Philippe with a 
smile. “You think yourself stronger than you really are. 
But we must act reasonably for you.” 

“ A proof that I’m quite well is that you venture to dis¬ 
please me,” retorted the young wife, with a coquettish pout. 
“You were very different when I was really ill.” 

Philippe became very grave, and, with mt replying, ho gave 
Claire a sad, severe glance. She heaved a sigh, and then in a 
changed voice, “ You are right,” she said; “ take those 
flowers away, and thank you.” 

For the rest of the day she was pensive. By degrees the 
faculty of reflecting fstumed to her, and recollection of the past 
came back. She found courage to question herself, and ifas 
astonished to find in her heart no trace of the love she had 
home the Duke. Ip^ ed. her love for him had loft her, like 
a blighted fruit a tree. Nor did phe feel any more 

hatred for Athdnais; she rather piffed her, ^vining that she 
was destined to suffer from incurable envy. She made no 
inquii-ios about her rival’s wedding; she presmned it had 
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taken place. In point of fact, all mention of tlio Due de 
Bligny was carefully avoided in her presonco, but tlie precau¬ 
tion was really a superfluous one, for slie would have heard 
Gaston spoken of without the least emotion, so thoroughly had 
her heart changed. 

Her convedesceuce proved a very long one. The first time 
she wished to get up she fainted from weakness, and had to 
ho put to bed again. Philippe, who showed great anxiety, 
at once returned to her bedside, and resumed nursing her 
with his usual impassive, silent devotion. Her forehead still 
troubled her, and it seemed as if there wore yet something 
«lho matter with the coating of her brain. Whenever sho 
moved her head she declared that she felt her brain sway to 
and fro like a pendulum. “ I was somewhat mad before my 
marriage,” she added with a smile, “but what will it bo 
now ? ” 

Five months had elapsed since the wedding, when one flue 
April afternoon she was able to venture into the gtird4fi, 
leaning on her mother and Brigitte. She walked sloffl^ 
round the sheet of water, pausing from time to time to regain 
strength, seated on one of the stone benches which the spring¬ 
tide sun had warmed. On seeing her as she trod slowly over 
the gravel walk, no one would have recognised the proud and 
haughty maiden, of whom her mother had so often said, 
“She ought to have been a boy.” Her features seemed to 
have a softer outline, and her eyes beamed with a more gentle 
light. Sho had altogetlior become more feminine, and she 
appeared shorter, now that she no longer carried her head 
haughtily erect. 

From that day forth Philippe’s manner did not change. 
Gentle, amiable, and most attentive towards Claire in the 
presence of strangers!, ho showed himself cold, grave, and but 
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strictly polite when they were alone. So correctly was his 
conduct varied that ho passed for a model husband among his 
friends. The Marchioness never once suspected tlie truth. 
Besides, she was accustomed to the quiet, correct gallantly of 
aristocratic society, and moreover the defunct Marquis de 
Beaulieu had never shown himself effusive. She accordingly 
decided that everything was for the best in her daughter’s 
household, and that watchfulness was altogether uncalled for. 
Quito at ease, moreover, in reference to Claire’s health, she now 
announced her intention of starting for Paris, where Octavo 
had been installed since January. Faithful to his theories of 
equality, the young Marquis evinced a decided disposition to 
i cast his es cutche on on ono side, and cater for clients as a 
simple advocate. 

Claire thus remained alono with her husband, whom she 
mainly saw at mealtime. After dinner he escorted her into the 
drawing-room, sat down for five minutes or so, then rose 
again, wished her good night, and retired to liis study. One 
evening she felt curious to know what ho did there, and 
wrapping herself in a mantle she wott into the garden in 
view of watching him. She could see his shadow, to which 
the play of the lamplight lent gigantic height, passing 
incessantly to and fro on the curtains of the study window. 
He was walking up and down in a thoughtful attitude. 
Claire went in-doors again, and glided on tiptoe into the room 
next the study. She sat down in the dark, looked at the ray 
of light under the door, and listened to Philippe’s measured 
tread, which had a solemn, muffled sound as he passed to and 
fro over the thick carpet. He continued walking up and down 
till midnight; and then, just as the clock finished striking, 
she heard him open the door on the other side of the study, 
and at once the ray of light disappeared. 
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What could he be thinking of during tibia prolonged pe^ 
ambulation ? What thoughts absorbed him. during the long 
hours he spent in,solitude P C^e JSifOuld hare given a great 
deal to have , known. She #88 a woman, be it remembered, 
and women who are inquisitive can never resteain themselves 
for long. Thus it happened that one evening, as Thilippo 
was taking leave of her as usual, shd suddenly asked him, 
“What do you do so far into the night, shut up in your 
study alone ? ” 

“I attend to accounts that are behindhand,” answered the 
ironmaster quietly. “And, in fact, it just happens that I 
have some money to give you.” So speaking he drew a 
bundle of banknotes from his pocket. 

“Some money?” exclaimed Claire in astonishment. “For 
me?” 

“Yes, the income of your fortune during six months.” 
And laying the banknotes on the table, Philippe added 
coldly, “pray see if the amount is correct.” 

Claire stepped back; her face flushed, her hands trembled, 
and she felt a pang at the heart. “ Take it back, monsieur,” 
she cried; “ take it back, pray —I cannot accept this money.” 

“ But you must take it,” rejoined the ironmaster; and with 
a disdainful gesture he pushed the notes across the table to 
his wife. 

Slio drew herself erect as if preparing for a d;rugglo. 
Philippe’s gesture and.tone of voice had wounded all her 
feelings. Her eyes sparkled,‘and in a moment she became 
once more the proud and violent-temperod Claire of other 

times. “I won’t-” she began, looking at'her husband 

audaciously. 

“You won’t?” he rejoined with irony. 

Their eyes'met, and Philippe’s gaze was so firm, so direct. 
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aodjso powerful, thAi his wife could not bear it. Her resist¬ 
ance suddenly gave way, the hand she had proudly raised fell 
to her side again, and she relapsed—conquered—into painful 
silence. Without another word the ironmaster bowed to her 
and loft the rooiri. 

For the first time Claird’s will had clashed with Philippe’s. 
She felt stunned and broken by the shock. She was obliged 
to admit that her husband’^ character was superior to her 
own, and she experienced mingled irritation and delight at 
the discovery. She began to esteem him in all sincerity, and 
attracted, as it were, by his energetic nature, she studied it 
iittenlively. In the first expansion of her return to life she 
had decided she would he amiable, and frankly grant her 
friendship to Philippe; and she now observed with no lit'lo 
mortification that she was disposed to grant more tlian was 
aslced of her. Whilst she was ready to go as far as friend¬ 
ship, her husband contoutad himself with remaining indif¬ 
ferent. He did not sidk. There is a moans of dealing with 
the sulks. But no; ho simply refrained from paying any 
attention to her; ho lot her live as she chose, as sho had 
asked him to do, and treated her with icy coldness. This 
indilferonco, which was not without a tinge of disdain, sorely 
humiliated Claire, and she strove to overcome it. Her nature 
was an essentially militant one, and she was always in search 
of some difficulty to vanquish. 

Whenever Bacholin came to dine at Pont-Avesnes, Philippe 
spent the evening in the drawing-room. Accordingly Cfiairo 
invited the notary regularly twice a week. She learned to 
play ^^Iiis t. and took " dugmy ” like a dowager. As long as 
Bachelin was there the ironmaster certainly talked and played, 
but as soon as his guest withdrew he became grave and silent 
again. Despite all her elforts Madame Derblay was quite 
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unaUe to soften her husband’s will. The power Philippe 
possessed over himself at last exasperated her, and at times,, 
in the solitude of her own room, she gave way to violent out¬ 
bursts of angerj She qxiivered at the fliought that she was 
entjm^ed. This man was her master. He led her as he 
pleased, and whenever she tried to revolt, a glance from him 
sufficed to reduce her to obedience. He seemed to her as cold 
and as hard as the iron he hammered out. Ho was fashion¬ 
ing her character, and plainly enough he would be able to 
give it whatever form he pleased. Claire wept with shame 
as she realised how powerless she was; still a last vestige of 
pride enabled her to hide her sufferings from Philippe, and 
she showed herself such as circumstances required—resigned, 
not bitterly despondent, and dignified, but not haughty. 

Although she now took but little interest in what happened 
away from Pont-Avesnes, her relations in Paris did not allow 
her to forget them. When the. Baroness learned that her 
cousin had recovered she began with intermittent affection to 
write her long epistles, which were full of incoherent but 
curious details. It was through Madame de Prefont that 
Claire received news of the Duke, the Duchess, and M. Mou- 
linet. Athenais had made a noisy entry into society. She 
had generally pleased the men, hut on the other hand all the 
women railed against her free, careless, masculine habits. 
The Duke paid little or no attention to her. Three months 
after the wedding it was reported on all sides that he and his 
wife virtually lived apart. He was now paying court to the 
lovely Comtesse de CanalheiEcs, a beauty of Irish birth, whoso 
eyes were as deep and as troublous as the sea. As for 
the Duchess, 6h%#irtod with half a dozen young fops, with 
curly hair and irreproachable shirt-fronts, and who followed 
her about wherever she went. She called this little squadron 
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of lovors her “six-in-hand,” and skilfully tooled tho reins 
without any fear of a spill. In point of fact her selfishness 
and dryness of heart guaranteed her against all surprises. 

In the meantiine M. Moulinet, now that he had pro.vided for 
his daughter, seemed bent on maturing some important plans. 
He had engaged a seopetary, and for several hours every day 
ho shut himself up in a room whifih he called his library, 
although the only book it contained was a treatise Jto political 
economy laid open on his writing-table. His daughter pro- 
tended that he conscientiously went to sleep over it from two 
till five each afternoon. On the other hand, the Baroness 
declared in her letters to Claire that the ex-judge of the 
Tribunal of Oommerco was supposed to be planning some 
pol itical candidature. He had been seen about, she said, 
with various*sImbbyindividuals, who could only be journalists. 
Ho had, moreover, made several excursions to the Jura. IIo 
was building a stilctly laical school at La Varenne, and on 
tho other hand he was secretly restoring the village church. 
Witli his left hand he fondled tho Badicals, wJiilst with tho 
right one he potted the Conservatives. In point of fact, tho 
chocolate-makcr was becomi ng Machiavelli an. To tell tho 
truth, ambition had stung him, rather late in the day, perhaps, 
and yet none the less surely. Having managed his own afl'airs 
so well, he considered that he was admirably adapted to 
manage other peojilo’s, and he asked himself if there wero 
a single man in the Chamber of Deputies who could proii 
up a political situation with a fortune larger tlian his own. 
He frankly confessed to himself that there wasn’t one, and 
having bought his daughter a husband of the highest rank in 
tho market, he saw no reason why he should debar himself 
a constituency. 

For some little time he hesitated between the Senate and 
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tlio Cliamber of Deputies. Senator J Tho title seemed to him 
a majestic one. He retained a kind of worship for this 
legislative body which once comprised all the more eminent 
men in the country. On the other hand the title of Deputy 
had by no means a disagreeable ring; and, besides, the 
Chamber sfeemed to be livelier than the Senate. Moulinet 
possessed a certain amount of common-sense, and he realised 
that he should find a sufficient number of dolts and d ullard s^^ 
in the lower assembly to acquire promptly enough the repu¬ 
tation of being a remarkable man himself. Accordingly he 
commenced his campaign, and prepared for every sacrifice in 
view of securing success. The first thing he did was to start 
for La Varenne, which was the centre of an electoral dis¬ 
trict, bordered on one side by that of Besan^on, and on 
the other by that of I’ont-Avesnes. M. Derblay possessed 
•■groat influence throughout the Department, and Moulinet 
determined to try and secure his good graces. He called on 
tho ironmaster, and cunningly flattered him, with an air of 
consummate, simplicity. He did not breathe a word con¬ 
cerning his political plans, but he mentioned that ho intended 
sojourning at La Varenne during the summer, and he con¬ 
trived to make Claire believe that he was simple rather than 
malevolent, and that in the matter of his daughter’s marriage 
he had unconsciously served her revengeful designs. 

At the same time Moulinet founded a halfpenny news¬ 
paper called the Courrkr Jurmmn at Besanqon, in view of 
advocating his claims -to a seat in the legislature. The 
editor was one of the shabby individuals whom'the Baroness 
had spoken of in her letters. Moulinet had chosen the cleanest 
among them, and the journalist having offered him a ij^tock 
of political opinions to select from, he had decided on a 
moderately Bepublioan line of politics, something that was 
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neither meat nor fish; deep enough in colow to please 
advanced folks, and yet sufficiently light to suit the timid. 
It was like the words of the " Marseillaise ” set to the tune of 
“ Partant pour la 8ynrie.” After all, he cared but little about 
a precise tint of polilaeal opinions j he relied on his purse as 
a decisive argument, and he was not wrong in doing so. It 
must be mentioned, however, that his plans were by no means 
to the liking of the Due de. Bligny, who considered that, as 
M. MouUnet had amassed so fine a fortune, he ought only to 
think of letting his son-in-law enjoy it. In fact, at the first 
opportunity that presented itself, Gaston spoke his mind in the 
semi-impertinent, familiar style which he habitually adopted 
when addressing his wife’s father. 

“ WJiut wasp has stung you, that you want to plunge into 
politics?” ho asked. “Don’t you think that public affairs 
are bad enough as it is ? It is really most singular that quiet 
folks always want to rush into a scuffle ? Do you know the 
electors might be fools enough to return you?” 

“But, my dear Duke, I hope they will.” 

“ Well, we’ll see what it will cost you.” 

“ Wliat can that matter to you ? ” 

“It matters a great deal to me. I married an only 
daughter, and now you give her a sister.” 

“A sister?” 

“Certainly; a sister called Politics, and a sister who will 
have a great many children, too—aU your t outers , agents, 
assistants, protectors and defenders, without counting the 
doctors, who will vie in squeezing money out of yqu; Heaven 
knows where it will stop! ” 

^oulinet made a majestic gesture, and dapped his hand 
to his waistcoat pocket, a deplorable habit he was never able 
to get rid of. “ My means allow me to have whatever fancies 

4 
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I olioosc,” said ]ic. “I am only sixty j'oars old, and I 

Ivcep lia iloi-a^irk if I plouscd-” 

‘‘ ()h ! 1 sliouldii’t coiirddor it a crime. That’s a folly I can 
nnd'Tsfand. A little foot, a dainty ankle, a slim waist in a 
giiUh'n (iridu’t, like tlio gipsies wear in the haUct u\ Faust, 
and a, pair of hlack or blue oyos looking OA’cr tho stalls in 
Rciiri'li of you—all that’s voiy nico and ideasant. If you 
AS'oiild like me to iiitroduco you into the dancang/oycr at tliu 
Op('ra, I’ll do so. But tho idea of paying court to Mariauno,"’ 
oliVring her flowers and making her an allowance! Como, 
you positively distress me. Monsieur Moulinet! You had 
far bettor choose the ballet-girls.” 

“ I’m sorry to displease you, my dear Duke, but I’m a man 

of moral principlbs. I prefer polities-” 

“ Well, I wish you joy; but tell mo, if you aro elected, do 
you mean to spoalc ? ” 

"Very probably I shall.” 

“Indeed! It will bo amusing. I shall take my friends to 
hear you. But, at all events, try not to become a miniwt(!r. 
You would end by compromising mo.’’ 

However, Moulinet troatod his son-in-law’s banter nith 
contempt, and steadily proceeded with his plans. In fact, 
early in the si)ring ho ai-rivod at La Vorenuo, and at ouco 
began Avorking the electors vigorously. 

At ^>out tho same time that the Marcliioness returned to 
Beaulieu Suzanne camo home from tho convent. Clairo had 
had some little influence in this latter respect. Mademoi¬ 
selle Dorblay’s arrival imparted more animation to tho house, 
and tho relations of husband and wife improved, at least in 
appearance. Philippe had to act a part in Suzanne’s pres<;nco 
and show hjmself affectionate towards his wife. He accom- 

The slang name by which Preach lloyalists dcsigaalo tho liepublic. 
—Trans. 
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plished this ^^ost skilfully, so th.at not oven the fainlost 
suspicion was aroused in his young sister’s caudid mind. t^Ju' 
thought that her hrothor was complelely liappy. As for 
Claire, she did not rocogniso lior. So proud and morose as 
Mademoisollo do Beaulieu, she was now siiujih' and lively. 
Suzanne began to love her sister-in-law very d(!ar]y, and 
Claire treated the young girl with the soliciitudo of a mother 
and the gentle affection of a frieud. Claire’s youth, which 
had momentarily suffered from tho effects of anxiety, ear’e, 
and grief, now started off afresh, as vigorously as tho sap of a 
young tree. Tho two sisters did not leave each other. As 
soon as Suzanne returned to Bont-Avosnes slio resumed her 
visits to tho workmen’s dwellings, and Claire accompanied her 
like some good fairy. Taking tho mouey which Bhilippo had 
left with her, she expended it in relieving tho poor folks of 
tho district. She and Suzanne woro constantly to bo rac;t on 
tho highways round about Bont-Avesnos, both of them sini])ly 
atth’cd and followed by l’hili 2 )pe ’8 big bj-own d(.g, and evvay 
ono who mot them bowed to them, in a few mouths Claires 
became the idol of thci laboui'ing classes. At tho time of her 
marriage there, had been considerable talk of lior in all the 
surrounding cottages. She was in fact well known to the 
workfolks of Bont-Avesnos. They had often seen her ride 
by on horseback, indifferent to surroundings, absorluid in 
thoughts of tho Duke, and carelessly toucliing her veiled hat 
with the knob of her riding-whip whenever she was bowed to. 
It was said that she was very proud, and among thomsolvos 
the workmen, somewhat sintof ally, perhaps, calltxl her “Tho 
Marchioness ” like her mother. And “ Tho Marchioness ’’ sh(' 
remaiiled, though in another sonso, even when she had hocomo 
Madame Derblay. To tlicso rough minors and iron-forgi rs 
ehe seemed to como of a superior race. Her skni wa.- m 
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•white, her figure 80 refined, and she looked BOjlegaat even in 
her plain dark -woollen dress, that when she passed through 
ront-Avesnos or stood On the threshold oi some homestead, 
she seemed a young (Jpeen to aE ■who sa’^r h®f. However, she 
was not only worshipped: she was loyM tjS w^fl. 

In the month of July Ootave arrived at BeauHeu, and then 
some delightful excursions began. The two sisters-in-law 
iustnlled themselves in a little basket eaijriage, which Claire 
drove skilfully enough. The Marquis followed on, horseback, 
and they wended their way through the wOods of Pont- 
Avesnes. The tall trees formed a dark verdant vftult over 
their heads; on each side sprang the fresh green grass inter¬ 
spersed -with briars and dotted with woodland flowers. The 
vehicle slowly followed the rvrts cauled hy the hea-yy carts 
of tho wood merchant who had bought the “ out ” of tbo year. 
At times it was necessary to alight. Oqteve pushed the chaise 
from behind whilst Suzanne led the horse by the bridle; and 
the young man’s mare followed Claire like a pet lamb, looking 
at her with big moist eyes, and extending h®p neck as if to ask 
for the customary lump of sugar. 

Tlipse M'ero happy days, and Claire forgot her sadness. But 
at night-time when she found herself alone in her spacious 
room, a feeling of discouragement came over her again. Sho 
had broken her life and beyond all remedy. She was now 
sufliuontly acquainted with Phih'ppe to understand that he 
■nould nevef return to her. He was *fa|tihful to the pact 
concluded between tbem. ‘He had given her back her liberiy, 
and she disposed of it as she pleased. Ah I how joyfully she 
•u ould have saerificed it to him. Proud and impulsive as she 
was, she had met with more than her match, and it -was with 
a kind of •bitter pleasure that she acknowledged she was 
mastered. A man had come who had laid his hand on her 
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shoulder and l^t her; and he it was whom she loved now, 
for tho Tei 7 that he had made her feel the power of his 
will. 

During the long hour# she spent alone she bitterly re¬ 
proached herself for not haring been able to discern prior to 
her marriage what a superior man Philippe really was. Khe 
now saw what a high position he occupied. She was con¬ 
stantly discovering with astonishment some fresh source of his 
wealth. Before SuJsanne returned -to Pont-Avesnos she had 
been quite ignarant of the existence of the foundry he owned 
in the Nirernais. But haring ekilfully questioned her sister- 
in-law, she learnt with surprise that her husband was on tho 
high road to becoming one of the princes of industry—that 
great power of the cSntuiy.- She felt ashamed of herstK. 
What I she had offered her fortune to a man like him, as 
a compensation for th|^ wrong she had done him ? What u as 
her fortune absorbed in the ironmaster’s huge capital ‘i A 
drop of water in r lake. She realised how odious and 
ridiculous her pride had been. She judged that Philippe 
could only feel contempt for her, and at thfs idea she was 
oppressed with bitter sorrow. Still she managed to hide it, 
following her husband’s example with admirable strength 
of mind. 

On the other hand, the lore she now felt for Philippe 
became apparent in many little things. Her face lighted up 
whenever he approached her. She constantly looked at him, 
and invariably did whatever she thought would please him. 
Suzanne proved a precious auxiliary in this, the by-play of 
love. One afternoon, ori the terrace, just after lunch, as 
Mademoiselle Derblay was amusing herself bypassing a blade 
of grass across Claire’s nock, the latter caught her by tlio 
shoulders and drew her towards her. Philippe was seated 
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hard by, sipping a cup of coffee and carelessly -vratching some 
starlings who pursued each other with shrill dft. Claii-e took 
her sister-in-law’s head in her hands and looked at her with 
beaming eyes. Then suddenly she heaved a sigh, and pressing 
her lips to the curls which fell over Suzanne’s foreliead, “ Dear 
girl,” she murmured, “how like yoxir brother you aro.” 

Philippe heard her and started. This was the first time 
tliat anything so much to the point had sped from Claire’s 
licart to his own. He remained for a moment motionless, and 
thon, abruptly rising, he walked off without saying a word. 
11 udiimo Dorblay wiped away a tear which was pearling in 
her eyes, while Suzande threw herself into her amrs with 
frenzied affection as it were. “You are crying,” she said, 
“you aro crying!^ What is .the matter! Come, tell me! 
You know how much I love you. Has Philippe done any¬ 
thing to hurt you ? It must have been unconsciously, and a‘ 
word, no doubt, would- Come, shffi I speak to him? ” 

“No, no,” answered Claire, trying to smile. “I am only 
a little out of sorts. But Philippe is perfect. And I, I am 
very hajiiiy,” she added seriously, looking into Suzanne’s 
eyes, as if to convince her all the more. Thon rising to her 
feet, “Let us go for a stroll,” she gaily said. And they 
went off into the park, running after each other like two mad 
schoolgirls and laughing as if nothing had happened. 

This was one of the last relatively hai)py days that Claire 
spent. On the morrow the Duke and Duchesse do Bligny 
arrived at La Varenno. Clairo felt annoyed on hearing of 
their presence in the neighbourhood. She had hoped that 
she would never see them again. She remarked that Philippa 
looked at her more attentively than usual, and she at once 
endeavoured to retain a calm, impassive countenance. That 
same evening, as soon ns Suzanne had retired, the ironmaster 



on, LOVE ANP CTIIPE. 


239 


spoko to his vifo rospccting tho eonnoction tlioy should koop 
up with the 4llatos of La Varenno. 

“Tho Due do Bliguy is your noarest relative after yoxur 
brother,” ho said quietly. “ There has been no aijparout 
rupture between him and your family. At tlie time of our 
marriage you even endeavoured to keep the connection on a 
good footing. I don’t think it would be wise to alter that 
line of conduct now. My opinion is that if the Duke and 
Duchosso do BHgny call hero we ought to rcecivo thorn as 
your relatives—that is, as well as we can. If we close our 
doors to them wo shall expose ourselves to all sorts of com¬ 
mentaries, which for my own part I should like to avoid. 
StiU I don’t presume to imjiose my views on you. You are 
more intorc'sted in tho question than anyone else. Pray tell 
mo your opinion, and I will act in aceordahee with it.” 

*■ Chiiro remained for a moment silent. It seemed to her as 
if tho return of tho Duke and Athenais betokened sonio great 
peril. She had a presentiment that complete irrenicdiablo 
misfortune would enter tho house in their train. At one 
moinout she was on tho point of speaking, of opening her 
heart to PhUiiqro, of bogging him to spare h('r, perhaps; 
but her courage failed her, and she blindly accepted his 
decision. 

“You are right,” she said. “Tlroymust be fittingly ro- 
ceivod. I must thank you for aect'ptingthis constraint. ’J’ho 
Duke’s presence will be as painful to mo as to you, I trust 
you will not doubt it.” 

Pliilipxie made a sign wluch meant neither yes nor no, and 
tho conversation ended. 
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The Duke did not instdl himself at La Varenno of hio^ own 
accord. He detested the country like a true Parisian, and all 
the verdure he cared for was furnished by the plane-trees on 
the Boulevards and the chestnut-trees in the Ohamps-Elysoes. 
His chief attraction was his dub, where he passed his after¬ 
noons and the be^r part of his evenings. Ho was in no¬ 
wise of a contcmplaSive nature and he hated reading. 

When his father-in-law proudly led him into the consen-a- 
tories of La Varenne and showed him the superb collection of 
orchids which his gardener, a man whom ho treated with de¬ 
ference, had begun to form at great expense, the Duke glanced 
carelessly -at the symmetrical rows of flower-pots and just 
muttered, “ Very pretty.” Then plucking one of the marvel¬ 
lous flowers from its stem, he set it in his button-hole. The 
gardener was thunderstruck when he saw this'flower culled so 
unceremoniously, for it had only been produced at great cost 
and by dint of great care, and in his amazement he let a pot 
b egonia he w as about to show-slip through his fingers on to 
the tiles.' Then giving MouUnet a stem glance, ho walked 
out of the conservatory,^ 

‘ ‘ Do you know thal^llbwer has cost fifteen louis ? ” remarked 
the ex-judge of the THbunal of Commerce with a smile. 

“Ah!” said the Duke quietly. “Well, all the same, I 
don’t find it too dear for me.” 
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Moulinot Ic^ed askan ce at his son-in-law, hut ho did not 
daro to say a^roing. The fact is, he feared the Dftko. IJe 
■was always put out of countenance by the manner in -which 
Gaston seemed to take his measure whenever ho looked at 
him. One evening in Paris, now long ago, he had said to 
young Maitre Escande, the notary, “Do what wo will, the 
nobles will always be our superiors.” And in i>oint of fact, 
although he had tendencies towards equality especially since 
beginning his electoral campaign, he by no means felt on a 
level with the Duke. 

As the conservatories had produced no effect, ho trusted to 
succeed better with the stables, whore he had a dozen saddle 
and carriage horses installed, which his head coachman jn’o- 
nounced to bo perfect, and for which he h^ paid accordingly. 
The stables of La Yarenne are really magnificent. They arc 
built of brick in the Mauresquo style, which proved particu¬ 
larly pleasing to the ex-commercial judge. "Whenever ho 
spoke of them ho was in the habit of remarking, “ They are 
very like the Alhambra and the nov College (!ha[)tal in 
Paris,” thus grotesquely establishing a parallel between tlio 
marvel of Granada and a nineteenth-century educational 
establishment. But to return to La Yarenne. The courf 3 *ard, 
which is more than a couple of hundred j'ards across, is 
surrounded on its four sides by a range of buildings com- 
jmsing the stables proper, tire eoachliouse, the harness-room, 
and the forage-store. A monumental entrance, with stone 
pillars adorned with horses’ heads in bronze, conducts into the 
courtyard. A rcade s run round the buildings, forming a paved 
p romen ade three yards wide. A Wooden palisade, painted 
white and of a convenient height for loaning against, separates 
these arcades from the central space, where the horses are 
turned out and trotted up and down. 
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The Duclioss, -wlio was arrayed in a robe of fouhird, wiib a 
collar of Venetian point, and who carried a I'^d p araso l 
in her jowoUed band, accompanied ber father and ber husband 
on tbeir visit to the stablos. Sbo set ber little sbocs on tbe plaited 
straw borders of tbe litters and looked at tbe borsoa, installed 
in separate boxes, above wHcb a plato bad boon fixed for 
inscribing oacb animal’s name. Tbe stables mot with tbe 
Duke’s approval, but be looked very coldly at tbe borsos 
tbomselves. Tbo bead coa<'binan touted in vain for compli¬ 
ments. At tbe first glance tbe Duko noted each animal’s 
defects, and tbo result of bis remarks was that M. Moulmet 
indulged in some very serious reflections. In tlie evening there 
was a thorough explanation, from which it resulted that M. 
Moubnot’s son-in-law was too good a judge of horseflesh for 
animals worth eighteen hundred francs to bo iiabuod off 
henceforth -by tbo coachman on his master at the pmeo of six* 
thousand. Tbo Duko expiroasod bis opiiniou in a inanuer 
wbieb won him tlio coachman’s full ostoom. “Kob your 
master, my good fellotv,” said bo, “ it’s only uatiual; but for 
heaven’s sake lot him have docent annuals.” 

Having shown tbe Duko his conservatories and bis stables 
with equal failure, tbo ox-judge of tbe Tribunal of Commorco 
found that ho had notliing more to entertain him with. In 
tlio society of bis wife and M. Moulinot Gaston soon began to 
feel intensely wearyt He preferred solitude to tbeir comp)any, 
and each afternoon, as soon as lunch was over, ho shut liimself 
up in the smoking-room, where, stretched on tbe broad leatlier 
divan, bo slept at ease. After a M eek of this life, feeling bo 
could supq)oi-t it^ao longer, and conscious that if be remained at 
La Varenne to" should end by treating his wife and fatlior-in- 
law witli unbecoming impertinence, bo bad just resolved to tell 
them that a pressing engagement summoned him to TrouviUo, 
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when Athenais suddenly suggested calling on the Derhlays at 
Pont-AvesnesdP The proposal surprised tlie Duke, and at the 
first moment it displeased him. Ho had gradually forgotten 
Claire, hut he remembered tlie ironmaster well enough. Ho 
cared little or nothing for the wife, but he harboured highly 
vindictive feelings against the husband. Why so ? it may bo 
asked. He would have boon greatly embarrassed to reply. 
Perhaps it was because Philippe had assisted Claire in publicly 
inflicting an affront upon him. Perhaps because the iron- 
miastor was just the reverse of himself. At all events ho 
instinctively disliked the man whom ho still familiarly called 
“the blacksmith.” 

On the other hand he felt some little curiosity as to the 
result of this marriage which had been decided on in so 
strange a fashion; and after all it did not need much guessing 
'to induce him to accompany liis father-in-law and his ^vif(! on 
the occasion of thoir visit to the Dorblays. Ho said to himsdf, 
“My journey to Trouvillo will only bo postponed for a day, 
and I shall bo able to show some deference to poor Claire. I 
at least owe her that.” Ho pitied her ; and he had iiidei'd 
formed a very strange idea of the life which the woman ho 
had intended to marry now led. He pictured her to himself 
as having'become naiwowmlnded and precise, entirely absorln.d 
in business cares, A little more and ho would have imagined 
his proud cousin keeping her husband’-e books, with black 
percalhie sleeve-protectors on her arms. 

Ho had only seen Pont-Ave.snos in the darkness of tho 
night, and he was astonished when in the full sunlight he now 
behold the spacious court of honour with its parterre a 

la FratKiaise, and noted tho severe and imposing aspect of the 
ch&teau. The soiwants seemed to him remarkably well 
mannered, with nothing provincial about them. The drawing- 
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rooms displayed themselves in all their luxurious splendour, 
and ho ivas obliged to confess to hiuiself that M. Derblay’s 
household -was mounted in first-rate style. 

Ho felt disturbed when Claire appeared. She seemed no 
longer the same* Not that she was ttiore beautifxil than when 
he had known her, but she was so very different: simple and 
grave, with an imposing gleam in her eyes wMoh impressed 
him. On the other hand M. Derblay waS too prepossessing 
not to displease the Duke, who for the first time-uoticod that 
tho ironmaster wore the ribbon of the Legion of Honour. 
Bligny suddenly became thoughtful. He spoke but little, 
though appropriately enough, and it was owing to this unin¬ 
tentional reserve of his that ho did not on this occasion awaken 
Philippe’s sus^ncions. On the road back to La Varenne tho 
Duke was remarkably t acitur n; but at dinner he proved ex¬ 
ceedingly gay, talking with f ebrile loquacity, bantering M.' 
Moulinet in a good-humoured style, and altogether showing^ 
himself the best son-in-law in the world. His apathy had 
suddenly left him, and on the morrow he no longer thought of 
speaking about tho pressing engagement which called him to 
Trouville. 

On the contrary, he secluded himself more than ever in the 
smoking-room, only he no longer fell asleep there. Stretched 
on tho divan, he passed his afternoons smoking a number of 
those Oriental cigarettes which are so conducive to revorio. 
Ho watched the slnoke rise slowly in blue spirals towards the 
ceiling as if he were libking for some ethOTeal^dsion in tho 
midst of tlio “revolving cirelfp. ' In the subdued light of the 
room be fancied he could perceive the face of Claire, just as 
ho had recently seen her. He closed his eyes, and yet he saw 
her still. 

Tho vision disturbed him, and, to escape it, he tried outdoor 
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exercise. He selected tlie best of tbe borscs vbich M. Moe- 
linet had pai^such a high price for hut which were wortli 
so little, had it saddled, and letting the reins fall loosely on 
the animal’s neck, he rode mto the park. It was four o’clock 
in the afternoon, and vague sounds began to jicrvade tho 
wood. The rabbits bounded through the underbrush, making 
the leaves rusfle, and from time to time some frightened mag¬ 
pie flew screeching from the summit of a lofty oak-tjw, boat¬ 
ing the air with its short wings. The day had been a very 
hot one, hgt now the delicious freshness of evening settled 
over 'the wood. Delightful perfumes rose from the grassy 
groimd, and as the sun sank- to rest on the w'ostem horizon 
it darted golden rays through tho forest foliage. Tho Duke 
shook off his growing torpor and spurred his. horse into a 
gallop. "Without noticing it he had passed the boundary of 
tho park, and ho was now careering through the forest. Ktill 
and ever the charming vision which haunted his mind seemed 
to fly before him, impelling him onward. At last he reached 
the edge of the eultivated plain. Beyond, ho perceived a long 
low wall, on which rested the weighty drooping branches of 
thickset trees, with a spacious clearing, bounded by a deep 
ditch, in their midst. The Duke mechanically turned in this 
direction. A large expanse of grass was stretched before him, 
and beyond it rose up a vast white pile. He started: ho had 
just recognised the cMteau of Pont-Avesnes. 

Thus fate brought him back to the woman wl om ho sought 
to fly from. Could it be that destinj^eally meant to xmito 
those whom it had separated ? 

Bligny began to stiile. He recollected what he had said to 
the Baron on the wedding-night: “ Since Yulcan’s time blaack- 
smiths have been unlucky,” though, on the other hand, he 
forgot Pr^font’s warning anent the bkeksmith’s hammer. 
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But, after all, fear was scarcely calculated to turn the Duke 
from one of his fancies. He set hia horse at a trot again, and 
ha ving taken a final decision, he returned to La Varonno with 
his mind cased. 

The Duke’s new intentions were eminently calculated to 
disturb the ironmaster’s peace. Between Philippe’s frigid 
gravity and Gaston’s insidious attentions Clairo would ‘find 
hc'rsclf greatly embarrassed, if not in a situation of serious 
danger. It was evident enough that the ironmaster had an 
afterthought when ho treated Gaston with such quiet cor¬ 
diality. It would have been easy for him to have gradually 
kept his wife’s relatives at an increasing distance, and to have 
lijuited the intimacy which declared itself during the first days 
to a simple neighbourly good understanding. Philippe was 
not easily influenced, and, as a rule, whatever ho decided upau-- 
was rigidly carried out. Thus if he gave way so unresistingly 
to the insinuating amiability which the Duke and tho Duchess 
di.'iplayod, it must have been that it suited his plans to let them 
ha\o tho run of his house. During tho long hours which 
riulippc. had 8j)ent at his wife’s bedside when she was in ])eril 
of her life, ho had carefully examined the many events which 
hud preceded his marriage. lie realised how mercilessly 
AthenaYs. had revenged herself on her rival, and ho allotted 
tho Duchess her duo share of responsibility. Tiro more guilty 
he found her, tho more disposed he was to excuse Claire. Still 
he considered it was necessary that he should not abandon tho 
rigour with Vhich hel.ad so far treated her. 

The struggfei they had engaged in must end by his victory. 
Ho must expose proud Clairo to some decisive trial, so as to 
wnsh away for\evcr the undeserved affront she had inflicted 
upon liim. "He foresaw that Athdnais was destined to play a 
part in this dangor’ous game. The battle would be fought on 
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tlio one siJo between the Duchess and Olaire, on the other 
Ix.'tnecn tho Dnko and himself. Ho realised that it would bo 
a bitter, d<'.sperato iMirfaro, rep lete wit h perfidious ainbus- 
cade.s and redoubtable surjirisos. Maj'bo its only issue -would' 
bo a man’s death—his own or Gaston’s. Still Philippo did not 
lu'sifate. After all, what had ho to lose? His futuro was 
compromisod; his happiness was already lost. It was to lu's 
ad\ auiage to risk tho game. Only he ivas prudent as well as 
resolute, and ho determined to take every precaution in view of 
a.ssuriiig success. Ho could nof’ostensibly defend Clairi', and 
as it would b6 dangoitius to leave her to her own rosourcc.s, 
ho thought of providing her with a faithful ally. Ho 
invited the Baronno de I’rofont and her husband to come and 
spoud a few weeks at Pont-Avosnes. Tho respective forces 
bping thus balanced and the parties in presence of each other, 
one had only to wait for tho ongagomcjit. 

Almost as soon as tho Duchesso de Bligny amved at Iju 
V aronno, it was easy to see that sho intended to revohiiionii o 
this quiet little provincial district. La Varonno Ix'came (ho 
j oyful steno of tho numerous fetes which Athenais gave 1 ly way 
of signalising her presence. Although she was but a new¬ 
comer in tho district, sho had the ambition of becoming it.s 
uncoutostod sovereign, by dint of lavish display, vivacity, and 
ecconfe’icity. She brought two of her usual followers from 
Paris—fat La Bredo and little Du Tremblays, the two most 
brilliant trotters of her famous “six-in-hand.” “La Bredo 
and Du Tremblays,” sho Siiid ivith a laugh, “ will bo quite 
enough for tho country'. I’ll harness them in posting fashion, 
and with plenty of bells to jinglo folks will fancy that they,.' 
are more numerous.” 

In point of fact these bosom as.sociates were tame, enough 
when taken separately, but combined they met with surprising 
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success. TJicy reminded one of the saying that two negatives 
mate an affirmative. They had arrived from Paris with all 
the necessary pa raphetoa lia for ^ totUllon, Irnvn tennis, and 
polo among their Ipggago, and, as if the demon which pos¬ 
sesses the Parisians had jonmeyed down in one of their 
portmanteaus, they had no sooneit reached La Varenno than 
Hfo heeame extremely "hof” and fast there. Besan<;on,pro- 
vidod the Duchess with an orchestra of ten musicians, for 
every Saturday there was dancing at the chateau. The young 
b loods of ttie Ju ra learned with mingled stupefaction and 
d^ght that Madiiae de BHgny intended to amuse the whole 
iwovincc. Bernes and britzkas and ohars-d^ftfs, the most 
singular specimens of thd CaSciage-builder’s art, often dating 
from the times of the Eestoration, poured forth from all the 
jieighbouring chateaux and roUod with a wonderful creaking 
of wheels along the road to La Varenne. The ruddy-faCted 
])e1ty nobles, whose muscles wore as hard as their mountain 
rocks, eagerly took to propelling the tennis-balls, to galloping 
over the lawns at polo, knocking each othfer on the head with 
tlioir sticks, and to waltzing far into the night with indefa¬ 
tigable vigour. 

“I say. Duchess, your,provincials come of a good stock,” 
cried fat La Brdde. “They Hffe their dancers like feathers, 
and never rest. Pve half a mind to take a few of them to 
Paris for the winter season; they’d pat some spirit into our 
cMhm, and I fancy they’d bo eagerly sought for in the 
markot.” 

“Yes,” said little Du Tremblays; “ but the misfortune is, 
that these muscular, fuH-hlooded provincials generally don’t 
got on in Paris^ After six months or so they lose their colour 
and have, less strength left than the Parisians themselves. 
They are not a race to be^cli mati sed.” 
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"Wliilst tiie two friends thus gravely studied the rearing of 
provincial dancers, the ten musicians filled tjie dtttwing^-rooms 
of La Varenne w^th,'haranjQi'. 0a?reJ.es8 of other people’s 
opinions, and d^sd^fnl of cnticisnm”^ youth of Besan^on 
danced with a, ftslrvoiip, that made M^Wdinet’s very heart 
rejoice. The eaS-ju^ge of the Tribunal of Commerce became 
radiant when he saw his daughter throw the aristocratic 
society of his electoral district into such commotion, and in Lis 
oai)acity as a candidate he remarked to himself, “So many 
guests, so many electors.” Accordingly he urged the Duchess 
on by opening an unlimited credit in her favour. And whilo 
tho wives and daughters danced, he undOTtook to win tho 
fathers and husbands. One thing certainly worried iiim. 
Neither the Prefect nor Q-eneral eomrlanding Besangon 
had showed themselves at the evening parties of La Varenno. 
Perhaps the representative of the Home' Office found tho 
society too aristocratic. As for the commander of the troops, 
he had just been repriimanded for haviugallowed the ganison 
to present arms to the Bishop at a pulffic procession, and ho 
no doubt considered it prudent not to show his uniform in tho 
Duchess’s drawing-rooms. 

“ What does it matter if the Prefect doesn’t come, providing 
the people he is set over vote for you,” said Athonaia to 
Moulinet, who had expressed his anxiety, “Have him 
attacked in the Cowrier, papa; have some stupid story told 
about him. Shall T La BrMe to ocmeogt an article ? Il 
would be rather f^hny. As for the General, he’s a nullity; 
his troops don’t vote.” 

Athfinaiis had an annoyance of her own, and a far more 
serious one than her father’s. Madame Derblay had asked to 
be excused from attending the Saturday receptions. She 
declared that she was not yet^ell enough to sit up late. 
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Now in point of fact, the Duchess had only given those fetes 
with the view of compelling Claire to witness them, and she 
could ill conceal the rage whidi her rival’s absence caused 
ner. She had fits of petulance and ill-huaHiOur which affected 
the gaiety of those about her. She hadproi^hsed herself such 
dolightM pleasure, but it was all ‘ lost since she could not 
crush her rival with her magnificence, stab her with a thou¬ 
sand daggers by appearing on the arm of the man she was 
to have married, or see her shiver each time that she—Atho- 
nais—was addressed as “Madame la Duchesse.” Madame 
do Bligny’s hatred would perhaps have been quieted by tho 
spectacle of Claire’s humiliation, by the spectacle of tho 
tortures sho endm-ed; but it increased in the presence of 
her resistance and at sight of the haughty calmness of her 
brow. 

Claire came on one occasion to dine at La Varenne, aiia 
conducted herself most skilfully. The petulant, imperious 
Duchess appeared as she really wasTby the side of this dig¬ 
nified, elegant woman—that is, as an unmannerly young 
person, who said and did whatever came into her head with 
the vulgar audacity of an opulent parvenu. The difference 
between the two was at once apparent, and all tho 
advantage rested on Claire’s side. Ath^nais divined that 
such was tho case, and swore that she would have a terrible 
revenge. This young woman, with such glossy black hair, 
such a charming face, such bright ejies, and such an e ngaging 
smile, was in point of fact one of the mo'sl perverse beings to 
be~?oimd on earth. If she could only have been sure of 
impunity, she would have been quite capable of throwing 
vitriol in Claire’s face, so as to permanently disfigure her, and 
burn out &oso lovely eyes so soft and pure, but in which she 
herself read so much disdain. The Duchess was especially 
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irritated by the good understanding which apparently pre¬ 
vailed between Monsieur and Madame DerMay. The hus¬ 
band showed himself gracious, loving, and attentive ; the wifo 
gave every token of deference and affection. There was no 
mistaking Claire’s smile when Philippe was near her and 
gave her the protection of his presence: she loved him, and 
no doubt she was loved in return. How could the ironmaster 
help adoring such a perfect being, uniting in her imrson so 
much physical grace and moral beauty ? And, besides, had 
ho not married her for lov#?—overriding all the humi¬ 
liating strangeness of the situation, accepting a woman who 
was ruined, and who had been forsaken by tho Duke ? Yes, 
ho had done all that, simply and quietly, happy to be able to 
possess her as if she were some rare and precious treasure! 

So thus it was Claire’s destiny to be always loved, whilst 
fate had decided that Ath^nais should never inspire a man 
with real affection. She was courted, no doubt, but what 
was drawing-room gallantry, flattery, and flirtation, what were 
the passing caprices she kindled, in comparison with the 
sincere, deep, unchangeable love which Claire had the power 
of inspiring ? 

In her jealous rage Ath6naYs began to devote particular 
attention to M. Derblay. With the view of pleasing him she 
put on a serious face, and managed .to monopolise him for a 
part of the evening. She foimd him really very good-looking. 
With his brown face tanned by the sun, his black hair 
cropped very short, and his big dark eyes, he was not xinlike 
an Arab. Ath4nais suddenly felt very mttoh disturbed; no 
man had ever inspired her with such feelings before, and she 
thought to herself that if she were really capable of falling in 
love with any one it would certainly be with Philippe. At 
the thought of the grief that sh^ might thus cause Claire her 
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eyes Lriglitened, and she allowed her usual coquettish ten¬ 
dencies full play, frith a readiness and a viyacitythat surpi'isod 
even herself. She was filled' with diaholical joy when she 
saw Claire become gloomy and restless, and watch the little 
game she was playing with a looh of anguish. Athona'is 
could road on her rival’s brow how much she suffered, and 
she realised that she had found- the flaw in Claire’s armour 
which would enable her to deal a mortal blow. 

In point of fact, Philippe’s attitude was that of a woll- 
maunered man who finds hinMiBlf flatteringly distinguished by 
the mistress of the house. He met the Duchess’s marked 
advances with perfect ease, lot her take his arm to stroll 
through the drawing-rooms, and talked to her gracefully and 
pleasantly. He was just sufficiently attentive to seem an 
agreeable .companion, and just cold enough to prevent anjr 
one from saying that he had conducted himself' with the 
Duchess differently from what he would have done with any 
other woman. And yet, despite all his .power of self-control, 
an attentive observer would have detected that he was really 
much upset. Whilst the Duchess, curvetting like a young 
peacock, took possession of him and showed him the drawing¬ 
rooms and the conservatories, he had seen Bligny glide gently 
towards Claire, lean over Ihe bacfc'pf her arm-chair, and speak 
to her with a smile on his face. It was the first time he had 
seen Gaston andCfeire together, exchanging their thoughts 
beyond hearing. He quivered, and a burnihg flush rose to 
his brow. Fok a moment'he Suffered so cruelly that his arm 
stiffened, and he involuntarily pressed the Dubhess’s hand to 
his side. She looked at him with astonishment. They were in 
a little conservatory which M; Moulinet called ‘<the tropics,” 
and where nnmerous deadly plants of Africa and the Indies 
wore reared in a moist heated atmosphere. 
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“ Wliat is the matter ? ” asked the Duchess, as she lightly 
pressed her cavalier’s arm with her fingers by way of return; 
and as she spoke she smiled. 

“ The strong scent of these plants and the heat of the con¬ 
servatory have oppressed mo,” answered the ironmaster, who 
was already calm again. “Let us return to tho drawing¬ 
room, if agreeable to you.” And, with the Duchess still on 
his am, he walked, slowly back to the drawing-room, keeping 
his eyes on the Duke and Claire, who were still conversing 
together. 

Immediately after dinner Gaston had taken most of his 
masculine guests into the smoking-room, where he had placed 
a varied collection of cigars and cigarettes at their disposal. 
At the end of half an hour, however, ho doclkred that he must 
attend to his duties as a host, and abandoned the smokers to 
tifemselves in the midst of a thick doud- Ho was anxious 
to approanh Claire, but being acquainted with her impulsive, 
quick-tempered character, he did not venture upon a front 
.attack. Besides, he felt iU at ease with he r, and audacious as 
he was, ho hesitated" to speak, for he realised that tho first 
words he addressed to her ^ould have decisive influence on 
their subsequent relations. Perhapg abstention would have 
been the better policy, so as to have allowed time to consoli¬ 
date the ground before venturing upon it; but Bligny had 
reached such a degree of cynical e gotism that he could not delay 
satisfying whatever fancy seized him. So he stepped forward, 
talking to his friends, pausing for a short time near tho dif¬ 
ferent ladies whp were present, and gradually lessening tho 
circle which he described round Claire, as if he' had been some 
bird of prey. At last he found himself just behind her. He 
took a step forward, and leaning towards her and inhB,1iug 
the warm perfume of her person, “Do you feel quite well 
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to-iiJght? ” lie aslcod in a caressing voice. “I come in trem- 
Wiiig to inquire after yo^ for I foar it is my misfortune tiiat 
you cannot seo me without displeasure.” 

Claire turned quickly round and looked the Duke full in 
the face. “And why should I see you with displeasure?” 
slio boldly asked.' “ Should I have como here if I were 
influenced by tho feelings yoii ascribe to me.” 

The Duke shook his head in a melancholy manner. “ This 
is tho first time since your marriage that we are able to speak 
freely,” he rejoined, “and I can seo very well that we are not 
going to tell each other the truth. Having behaved so badly 
towards you, it will be tho grief of my life not to be able to 
explain to you the reasons which might perhaps induce you 
to absolve mo.” 

“ But yqu havo ho need of absolution, believe mo,’’ said 
Claire quietly. “ Havo I ever reproached you ? And do yotl 
really think that you deservo reproaches ? Lot me tell you 
lliat it would be a sign of strange conceit on your part.” 

“ You ease my conscience of a very heavyweight,” rejoined 
the Duke. “ My marriage was ono of the fatal consequences 
of Parisian life. I found myself one day in such a situation 
lhat I had to choose between my happiness and my honour. I 
had two debts to pay, but in acquitting myself of ono of them 
I had to leave the other outstanding. I sacrificed my love to 
save my name. That is what I wished to tell you, Claire.” 

“In other words. Monsieur Moulinet hglped you out of 
embarrassment, and in your gratitude you married his daughter 
—with a dowry of several miUiohs! Come, Duke, that is 
pleasant penitence, as the song says; and besides, if I under¬ 
stand you rightly, you were sustained in this trial by the con¬ 
sciousness that you had done your duty, So you must be very 
happy, and I am delighted to hear it.” 
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The Duke started, as if stung by these ironical vrords. 
“And you,” he asked abruptly, “ are you happy ? ” 

* “ You are the very person who has no right to ask me such 
a question,” Claire answered proudly. 

At the same moment the Duchess re-entered the drawing¬ 
room with Philippe. The Duke jerked his head, as if to call 
CJaire’s attention to Ath^nais, who was loaning on the iron¬ 
master’s arm, and seeing how pale and perturbed she became, 
he gave her an ironical look, and exclaimed, “You deserved 
to have been bettor loved.” Then, having bowed, he slowly 
turned away. 

Claire shuddered at the thought that the Duke had boon 
able to divine hor secret. Thus ho doubted of the happiness 
sho had ondoavourod to make him boliove in by dint of dis¬ 
simulation. She foresaw what dangers she would bo exposed 
to*if the Duke made love to hor. How could sho continue hor 
task of winning her husband’s affection ? How could she pre¬ 
vent her husband from resenting the Duke’s attentions ? And 
with this dangerous assailant to contend against, how would 
she be able to fight the Duchess, whom she already pictured 
as subjugating Philippe with her audacious coquetry ? Sho 
resolved to fly from the house, and making a sign to her 
husband, who at once came to hor, sho asked him to have the 
carriage sent for. Then, curtailing AtMnais’s caressing pro¬ 
testations and bowing coldly to the Duke, she led Philippe 
from the drawing-room as precipitately as if the chateau had 
been on fire. 

When they were in their brougham, rolling along the road 
in the clear, balmy night air, Claire fancied she was saved. 
She did not fear to question Philippe, and turning towards 
him, she asked, “ How did you find the Duchess f ” 

“ Charming,” answered Philippe carelessly. 
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Tlie young wife slirank Lack into her corner witk a gesture 
of mortification which, was hidden from her husband by the 
darkness. The word alone had struck her; she had not not^ 
the tone of utter indifference in which it was uttered. " We’ll 
not go to La Varonne again,” iiiought, daire to horself, “I 
should suffer too much.” 

At the same moment Philippe, who was absorbed in reverie 
saw—vision-like, as it were—the Duke leaning forward near 
Claire, and with a perfidious smile whispering tender words 
in hor oar. The ironmaster’s throat became dry, a threaten¬ 
ing light gleamed from his eyes, and he clenched his strong 
fists wdth very rage. 

They did not goto I* Varenne again; but a fortnight later 
they returned the dinner they had partaken of, inviting M. 
Moiilinet,. the Duke, and the Duchess to Pont-Avosnes; after 
which they constantly declined their neighbours’ repeated 
invitations. In her oxaspejgj^n Ath6nais began to con¬ 
sider that there was no rgoj) left in La Bredo, and no 
inventive power in Du Trenifeys. It was without the least 
pleasure that she waltzed with the gentlemen-farmers of the 
neighbourhood. In vain did Moulinet distinguish himself 
at the flower-show of La Varfenne, whereof he managed to 
obtain the chairmanship, by delivering a speech which sent 
more tha n h^ . sleep , and provoked dis¬ 
creet merriment among everybody else. There were fire¬ 
works, a joust w ith lances on the river, and a solemn crowning 
of rosieres,* the whole enlivened with the sonorous strains of 
a Besangon society of musicians called “La Lyre.^’ The 
gay, noisy, tiling life which Atli^nai's usually appreciated 
so much was stiU led; but now nothing could satisfy her. 

• Young* girls who are rewarded for their virtue and good conduct 
with crowns of honour and modest marriage portions .—Ti am, 
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Madame Dorblay was not there to be crushed by the sight of 
her triumphs,^,, 

The old Marchionessi periched on the heights of Beaulieu 
like a lonelj", forloA turtlordore, had not once set her feet in 
the abode of her 'nie'oe by mairiage. People were, moreover, 
beginning to remark the continued absence of M. and Madame 
Porblay. ConSderable tittle-tattle was indulged in, and when 
the Baronne de Profout, who possessed such a long tongue, 
arrived at Claire’s residence, AtMnaKs foresaw that the neigh¬ 
bours would soon begin to believe that La Varenne and Pont- 
Avesnes had quarrelled. The ice, which was accumulating 
in threatening blocks between the two households, must bo 
broken at any cost; and the only thing that could draw them 
in a measure together again was some general entertain¬ 
ment, some almost public gathering, to which aU the good 
society of the neighbourhood would be invited. 

It was La Bride who, like all inspired men, unintentionally 
furnished the Duchess with the occasion she was longing for. 
lie suggested a mounted papor-chaso through the woods of 
La Varenne and Pont-Avesnes. The civil and military autho¬ 
rities should bo asked to attend. The officers of the garrison 
of Bcsan9on would receive invitations, and everybody would 
follow the hunt on horseback or in carriages as they ]>leased. 
A monster lunch would be provided at the Eond-Point des 
Etangs; in one word, the whole affair would be such a fete 
that oven tko newspapers of Paris would talk about it. 

The scheme was -Worthy of a man of genius, and in her 
delight Athenais almost embraced La Brfide. Sotting the 
whole household to work tearing up bits of paper, and bid¬ 
ding her father attend to the general invitations, the Duchess 
betook herself in person to Pont-Avesnes, whence she returned 
with a radiant face, for she had obtained a favourable reply. 



XIV. 

The Eond-Point des Etangs lies at the edge of the woods of 
Poat-Avesnes and of those of La Varenne. A succession of 
mores, full of rushes and waterplants, with large loaves and 
shiny stems, which stretch over the surface of the water hko 
serpents asleep, extends for five or six hundred yards around, 
and has given the spot its name. The lower branches of tho 
oak-trees droop as if thirsting for the freshness of the water, 
and tho leaves which have fallen each autumn, decaying and 
rotting on tho banks, have formed a thick slime wherein th«- 
wild-boai’s roll with delight*at early morning. A high pali¬ 
sade, painted white, and shutting off the forest roads in ordi¬ 
nary times, encloses an open space some two hundred yards 
across, which is covered with grass as soft as velvet. Huge 
beech-trees with thick foliage rise up round about and cast 
their refreshing shade over tho grass. Here meet eight roads 
edged with ruddy heather, each more than twenty yards 
broad, and extending in a straight line as far as the eye can 
reach through the woods. It is a spot full of silence and 
mystery. The sun plays over the water which, though it be 
somewhat ruffled by the breeze, serves ns a mirror for the 
t)-anquil azure sky. On occasions of forest sport the site is 
excellent. Tired by the pursuit of the dogs, tho deer come 
here to bathe thoit quivering limbs in the meres and imbibe 
fresh vigour. A skilful marksman, stationed on tho bank 
behind one of the oaks, can readily find to coveted oppbitu-. 
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nity for crying, “ Hallali! ” * Sad to say, liowever, M. 
Moulinet was such a passionate admirer of nature that, im¬ 
pressed by the beauty of the site, he dishonoured it by erecting 
there a Chinese j^osk. 

In tlie midst of the open space behold now a series of 
tables whore footmen in full livery serve, and wliich are spread 
with every delectable dainty likely to stimulate the Duchess’s 
guests for their long ride. For an hour or so La Bredo, 
coupled with his faithful Du Tremblays, has_ been making 
way through the underwood, scattering scraps of paper to 
indicate the scent, extending his advance, constantly changing 
his direction, and preparing any number of false scents in tlio 
most conscientious and fatiguing manner. Cavaliers and 
dames and damsels on horseback, with breaks and caleches 
full of people, are arriving by all the roads conducting to the 
Bond-Point. The light toilettes of |ho ladies, who shade them¬ 
selves with many-coloured parasols, the blue dolm^ans and tiio 
rod trousers of the hussar officers from Besan^on, stand out 
gaily against the dark foliage of the tri es. The horses hold 
by the green-coated keepers greedily stretch their necks 
towards the fresh grass ; the stirrups clink as they strike 
against each other whenever the horses move; a dear ncigli 
bursts forth from time to time, and the champagne corks i)op 
gaily as the foam falls into the glasses. 

Attired in a tight-bodied, short-skirted habit, and waving 
her riding-whip, the knob of which was adorned with a ,huge 
cat’8-eye, in her gloved hand, Ath^na'is was doing the honours 
of the forest to every'new arrival with surprising gaiety, ease, 
and grace. The cushions of the Duke’s mail-coach had been 
laid on the grassy banks, and here sat many of the ladies. 

* The hunting ahnit, wlierihy SM l&s ring i« a«-> 

nounoed.—!>•«>». 
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Moulinot, who was arrayed in a blue dress coat and pearl grey 
gloves, although it was only ten o’oloti in the morning, was 
monopolising the Baron de Prefont, for whom he seemed to 
have conceived a most tyrannical affection. The Duke wore 
tlio English scarlet hunting coat, with buckskins and a 
black velvet cap adorned with a green bow—his colours, the 
field of his escutcheon being sinople. Philippe, as usual, wore 
a black coat, but he had donned a pair of grey velveteen 
breeches with .leggings of the same .tint. Claire and the 
Baroness were both attired in riding-habits of blue cloth, with 
felt hats adorned with black feathers, and they looked i>avticu- 
larly charming—Madame do Prefont elegant, if somewhat 
short, and Claire tall and superb, with the outlines of her 
finely curved shoulders and perfect bust showing to gitsat 
advantage ; Suzanne, whom Octave had served, was dijiping 
a biscuit into a glass of 'MijJaga and watching her mare, winch 
her bj'other nas paternally attending to, tightening tlio girth 
and {i.xaruiiiing the bit; whilst Bacholin, having quietly 
unhiirnessed his horse, which served both for driving and 
riding purposes, was assisting his own keeper infastmungtho 
saddle, which ho had brought with him in his gig. The sun 
gilded the forest foliage and cast dazzling lustre upon the 
brilliant scene. The atmosphere was light and fresh. It was 
the kind of weatlier that makes life enjoyable. 

“Monsieur Derblay!” suddcidy cried Athenais, turning 
away from the much-desired Prefect, with whom she had boon 
talking; and as Philippe quietly approached her, without in 
the least degree hurrying himself, sho added, “Don’t j'ou 
think it is time to start. Messieurs La Brede and Du 
Tremblays W'ent off at least an hour ago with their scraps of 
pax'or, and if they have kept up a good pace, we shall need a 
liard gallop to ca,tch them,” 
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" Mon Dim, Madame,’’ answer^ PMlippe, “ I must oirn to 
you that I am but little acquainted with the rules of paper- 
chasing. I would rather not give an opinion. Yon would do 
hotter to apply to Pontao, who, aa a master of wolfhounds, is 
no doubt well informed on the matter.’! 

As ho spoke, Pliilippo pointed out a tall young man, clad in 
a silver-braided hunting coat, with a three-cornered hat on his 
head, a dh'k at his side, and a Dampierre horn over his 
shoulder. As if ho had been only waiting for an opiiortunity 
to bring himself into notice, the Vicomte de Pontao at once 
advanced into the centre of tho' open space, and, bowin:.;' 
to Madame do Bligny with English-like stiffness, “ Jliichcss,” 
ho said, “T am at j'-our oi-dors ; and if you will grunt me the 
maiiiigcmcnt of tho hunt, 1 will engage to finish with klos- 
sicurs La Brddo and Pu Tremblays before a couple of hours 
are over. Shall wo sound to the saddle ? I have my piqiicnr 
there- Hero ! here ! Bistocq! ” 

A big fellow in a braided coat and brown leather gaiters, 
with a red nose -which was as conspicuous on his tanned face 
as a strawberry on dark soil, emerged from a group of servants, 
shambling over the ground and dragging after him a big, 
badly groomed, vicious-looking roan, whose bridle was passed 
over Ids arm. On arriving at half-a-dozon paces from M. do 
Duni.iic he stopped short, drew himself up in military fashion, 
salut ed by raising his hand to the peak of his cap, and waited 
to be asked for his report. 

“ Do you -wish to questibn him ? ” asked the Vicomte turn¬ 
ing to tho Duchess. 

“ Of course I do,” replied Athdniils, who was delighted with 
tho solemnity of the scene. 

" I say, dear, ” m-urmurod the Baronne de Pr4font to Claire, 
“ ]■ ust look at her. She gives herself tho airs of a queen! And 
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Pontac plays his part as if it were all serious, though wc are only 
going to follow a lot of scraps of paper. It’s really amusing.” 

In the meantime Bistocq was giving his report. “ The start 
■m'il take place at the H&oimi^re,” said he. “ That’s where 
the scent begins. There’s a hit of paper there as largo as my 
hand. We shan’t need any ‘ find! ’ The gentlemen are no 
doubt afraid they won’t bo found easily enough. They might 
have left a whole newspaper while they were about it. The 
animals—I beg pardon, the gentlemen—went oflt straight 
through the wood, jumped the Pave Nouf, took to the plain 
at the Vonte-au-Sergont, came back into the forest at Bolle- 
Emplouse, struck fresh ground at the foot of tho hill of La 
Haie, started a false scent at La Boulotti^e-” 

“Ilult!” cried M. do Pontac irith a laugh. “If wo let 
you go .on, you will give us the whole line of route from be¬ 
ginning to end.” 

“ Perhaps I might,” replied tho piqwur with a knowing 
wink. “ It isn’t so easy for human beings to imitate stags 
exceiit in a respect I won’t mention.” 

The Duchess smiled and turned to Pontac. “ He’s a funny 
fellow that man of yours,” said she. “ Papa, give this good 
fellow a louis. Thanks to him. La Bredo and Du Tremblays 
will have to cover a good deal of ground if they don’t want to 
be speedily caught.” 

“ Death on the run! ” said Pontac. “ Duchess, shall I 
sound tho start ? ” 

“ Yes, please, Vicomte.” 

Pontac turned his horn round with his loft hand so as to 
have the mouthpiece pla«ed conveniently, stationed himself in 
the centre of the detadng, and puffing out his cheeks as if ho 
wished to blow doTO all the trees in the forest, proceeded to 
awaken every echo with his deafening strains. 
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“My compliments, Vicomto,” said the Duchess. “You 
possess a remarkable talent-” 

“It is hereditary in n»y family,” replied Pontac with 
dreamy gravity. “From father to son, for the last three 
centuries, we have all known how to play on the horn.” And 
jerking his head as if he considered himself a superior being, 
the Vieomte walked towards his horse. 

In a moment the whole gathering was in motion. The 
riders set their foot in the stirrups, while the sightseers who 
meant to follow in vehicles installed themselves on their 
cushions. A general impulse led the groat mass of the throng 
to make at once for the wide avenues near the Horonnierc. 
The horses started at a gallop, and the dull thuds of their hoofs 
over the moss and turf were already becoming moro distant, 
like the triumphant hom-tooting which Bistocq indulged in as 
hi? guided the hunters with his big bony horse at a fast trot. 

“ Monsieur Derblay,” said the Duchess with a smile, “ as 
you know the district so well, would you be kind enough to 
be my guide ? Let us allow the crowd to go on in front. You 
have a strong horse, and I also; we can cut through the forest 
and gain an advance.” 

“But, Duchess, haven’t you Pontac, who would be able to 
escort you much better than I could ? ” replied Philippe. 

“ No, no,” rejoined Madame de Bligny gaily. “ You’re tho 
guide I want, unless you refuse, to accompany mo. But I 
don’t think you capable of doing so.” 

Tho ironmaster bowed without replying. Claire, who was 
standing a fow paces off, quivered with anger as she witnessed 
Athenais’s audacity. Tears of anguish started to her eyes, 
and she convulsively pressed the arm of the stupefied Baroness. 

“ You will come with us, won’t you ? ” asked the Duchess, 
turning towards Olairo. 
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M<ailam 0 DorWay gently lowered her head, and in a calm 
voice replied, “No, I presumed too much on my strength in 
thinking of following the hunt oij'horsobaek. 1 shall go with 

file carriage-” And at the same time Claire gave her 

husband a beseeching look, as if to induce him to remain 
with her. 

“ Shall you be displeased by my carrying your husband 
off ?” asked Athenals with feigned sblioitude. And then with 
a laugh she added, “ Do you happen to be jealous, dear ? ” 

“No,”rojilied Claire, who was unwilling.,jto acknowledge 
her grief and her helplessness so openly. 

“ Then to horse! ” joyously cried Athenal's, who was eager 
to complete her victory. 

With a pang at her heart Claire watched her husband turn 
away, and at one moment she thought of calling to him and 
retaining him. “ Pliilippo ! ” she cried. 

Tho ironmaster at once turned round and caino towards 
her. “What is the matter?” ho asked. “Don’t you feci 
well ? Is there anjdhing ;^'ou wish for ? ” 

No doubt, if the young wife had only spoken a single 
word, her husband would bave remained with her, and 
perhaps many torments might thus have been spared them 
both.' But Claire’s pride, still, stronger than her love, re¬ 
pressed the words of entreaty-'which wore rising to her lips. 
She shook her head, and with a stem air, twitching lips, and 
a gesture of disdain, replied; “No. .There is nothing the 
matter with me. I need notliing. You can go! ” 

Philippe turned away. At this moment Claire included 
him in tho surging hatred she felt for Athenal's- She was 
seized with one of those fits of rage whioh- impel human 
beings' to murder. 

Sotting her foot on tho bank of the ditch, the Duchess had 
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raised lier skirt so that her dainty hoot vas fully visible. 
Making a sign to M. Derblay, she showed him that her spur- 
strap had become unfastened. The ironmaster bent forward, 
and without a word re-affixed the leather strap garnished 
with little silver chains, and buckled it near the heel. As the 
Duelicss leant upon him, she touched his shoulder with tho 
knob of her riding-whip in a bold, provoking manner, as if to 
indicate that he belonged to her. 

“ Dear me, what does this mean ? ” muttered tho Baroness. 
But on glancing at Olaire, she saw her trembling so acutely 
and looking so pale thafr she did not dare to follow up her 
question. 

With the assistance of Philippe’s strong arms the Duchess 
sprang into her saddle. She caught up tho reins, waved her 
hand jiroudly to her discomfited rival, and starting her horso 
at a gallop, mado him leap the ditch which sei)aratod tho 
clearing from the wood. Philippe followed, and a moment 
later they disappeared in the depths of the forest. 

“ Shall I remain With you?” murmured a soft voice near 
Claire, who stood rooted to the spot, overwhelmed as it were, 
as she gazed after the two riders until they vanished like her 
haj)piness. But on hearing these words slie swiftly turned 
her head and found the Duke behind her. She stifled a cry of 
anger, and tearing off her gloves, ” Leave me,” said she, with 
a heavy brow and lowered eyes. - “ I wish to be alone.” Then 
taking the Baroness’s arm, she walked towards the meres, 
whilst the Duke turned hisr horse in the direction, of the main 
body of his guests, being guided by the notes of the horn 
which resounded in the distance. 

Careless of the chase. Octave and Suzanne were conversing 
as they strolled along the green bank of one of the meres. 
Their horses, tethered to the same tree, rubbed their necks 
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togotlicr in Rj’mpathising fashion, or tugged as well as their 
hits would allow them at the young green shoots. The Baron, 
abandoned to himself, had sat down in a secluded corner, and 
with a little hammer was breaking some mineralogical speci- 
nions he had picked up. 

Meanwhile the Baroness and Claire reached M. Moulinet’s 
C'liineso kiosk, and sat down on one of the benches in front 
of it without exchanging a word. After all the noise and 
motion deep silence was now spreading through the wood. A 
light breeze shook the reeds, among which the dragon-flies 
scintillated as they passed and repassed in their uncertain 
flight. The Baroness raised her e 3 ’es and looked at her 
friend. Claire had recovered her self-possession, and such 
noiwousncss as remained was only indicated by a slight trem¬ 
bling of her lips. Fearing, however, that the sad truth had 
be(>n divined by the Baroness, she had loAvered her head and 
averted her eyes, and she sat there stirring the gravel with 
her foot, and striving to assume an air of indifference. 

“ Well! What does all this mean'? ” exclaimed Sophie, who 
was unable to restrain herself any longer. “ I arrive at your 
house expecting to And biblical tra nquillity, and I tumble 
into the midst of discussions and worries. Tour husband 
gallops off with Athonais, and the Duke comes and humbly 
offers to keep you company- ” 

“It's like in a quadrille;” said Claire, with a nervous 
laugh. “ There is a change of partners.” 

The Baroness became grave, and talcing hold of her cousin’s 
hand, “Why do you try to deceive me?” she asked. “Do 
j’ou think that I am so frivolous that 1 can’t understand what 
is passing^in your mind ? Claire, you are not happy.” 

“3 ? Why, how can I help being happy? I live in the 
midst of luxury, noise, and animation. I have relatives who 
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dearly love mo, friends v'ho surround me, a husband who 
leaves me my liberty. You know that this is what I dreamt 
of. So how can I be unhappy ? ” 

“Ah, my dear, what you used to dream of now drives you 
to despair. Your husband leaves you your liberty, but ho 
takes his own. And when you see him near anyone else, 
there is a pang at your heart. AVith your pride, you would 
like to deny it, but your grief betrays you. No, you aro not 
happy; and you can’t be happy, for you are jealous.” 

“ I! ” cried Claire in a tone of rage; and she burst into a 
painfully nervous laugh, which ended in a sob. Her eyes 
filled with tears, and, as her face flushed with shame, she 
threw herself into her friend’s arms and wept most bitterly. 

The Baroness let her ease her heart, which was so full of 
grief, but when she grew calmer, she wrung from her the sad 
secret of her rupture with Philippe. Madame do Profont 
was stupefied. She realised how cruelly Claire was tortured, 
and she suspected as much concerning the ironmaster. 8ho 
divined the horrible contrast which ('xisted between their 
public and their private life. In presence of society a dis¬ 
play, a semblance of gaiety and love; and then when there 
was no one to watch, silence, coldness, and solitude, Theso 
unfortunate beings played a jiart in public, and they were 
obliged to play it well. On thus becoming acquainted with 
tho situation the Baroness had but one thought—that of 
trying to reconcile this husband and this wife who were so 
sadly estranged. First of all she was desirous of finding out 
everything that Claire had on her mind. 

“ But when your husband nursed you with such devotion,” 
said she, “ didn’t you ever think of going to him and trying 
to unite the severed ties again ?” 

“Yes,” answerad Claire with a blush. “I don’t know 
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what was passing in mo, hut I no longer felt the same. Was 
it gratitude for his devotion, or a hotter appreciation of his 
character, that drew mo to him P At all events, when he was 
not there I involuntarily looked for him. When he was near 
me I did not raise my eyes to his face, and yet I saw him. 
He seomod so stern, so sad, that I did not dare speak to him. 
Oh! if ho had only encouraged me! ” 

“ And didn’t he ?” 

“No; he is as proud as I am, and more resolute. Ah! 
There is nothing to hope for, and we are separated for ever.” 
“At all events, as far as I see, ho doesn’t seem to worry 

himself; and our charming little Duchesse Moulinet-” 

“Oh! don’t accuse Philippe,” Claire interrupted has!ily; 
“it is she who impudently throws herself at his head. Klie 
pursues‘mo without relaxing. After my'hotrothed, my hus¬ 
band ! What a trium];)h, is it not ? And how can I tear iiim 
from her ? What can I do to defend myself ? Have I a right 
to do anything ? Is he really mine ? ” 

“ W'oll, frankly, he’s rather more yours than hers.” 

“ Oh, let her take care! ” exclaimed Clairo in a violent tone. 
“ I have suffered too much irom her already. The longest 
palicnc(^has its limits; and if she drives mo beyond these 
I don’t know what I shall do, but it will be some act of mad¬ 
ness which wiU prove the ruin of one or the other of us.” 

“Come, my dear, calm yourself. Now that I’m hero to 
assist you, I promise you we’ll master that delightful Athe- 
nafs. She’s a monopoliser, you see; it runs in the family. 
Her father used to-lay his hands on all the sugar in the 
market, and her specialty seems td he husbands. She wants 
them all. Ali, how I should liko to see her take it into her 
head to fascinate the Paron; how I sliould amuse myself! ” 

So saying, the Baroness called Claire’s attention to M. de 
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Prefont, v'Ilo was still at tlie sarao spot, cloliglitfuUy employing 
tlio liours of waiting for the hunting party’s return in jnching 
up little stones and filling his pockets with them. Claire 
could not help smiling. A vision of Philippe passed before 
her eyes. Ah, he was no docile and patient retainer like the 
Baron, but an imperious and redoubtable master. 

“AVe mustn’t deceive ourselves,” resumed tho Baroness; 
“ the situation is a serious one. If there could be an expla¬ 
nation, reconciliation.wauld come easily enough; but by 
speaking you expose yourself to an unfavourable reception, 
and then good-night, #Lere’s no more hope; so wo must pro¬ 
ceed diplomatically. However, nothing will rid mo of the 
idea that your husband adores you, but won’t let you soo it. 
Men liko him only love onoe, and then for all their hfo. Havo 
you ever looked at Monsieur'Derblay attentively? 1 am sure 
tliaf his nature is an obstinate one. He has a head to batter 
a wall with. With such a character as that you can only 
disarm him by hi^iliating yourself.” 

“ All! I sha’n’t hesitate to do so. I shall spare no effort to 
win him. But perhaps he would only look on my overtures 
as some fresh fancy ? ” 

“ For- that very reason you must wait for a favourable 
opportunity before venturing to risk such an important engage¬ 
ment. If no opportunity shows itself, we’ll devise one. But, 
for Heaven’s sake, don’t look so. mournful and despairing. 
Our dear friend Ath6nais would only be too glad to see you 
looking like that. EecoUect that other people consider you 
happy, so put on a semblance of happiness till you secure it 
in reality.” 

Claire heaved a sigh. She who was once so indomitable, 
who so flattered herself that she could overcome every obstacle, 
pow doubted her power of wiU and strength of mind. , 
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“It seems to me that we have heea talking very seriously 
during the last half hour,” said the Baroness. “ This conjugal 
psychology has made my head feel heavy. If you are willing, 
wo win have a little gallop; it will do us good. And besides, 
I should like to see what our lovely Duehesso Mouliuet is 
doing with your husband* Will you come ? ” 

“No,” answered Claire gloomily. “ I feel weary. I shall 
stay here. My brother and Suzanno don’t seem any more dis¬ 
posed than myself to follow the hunt. They will keep me 
company.” 

Octave and Mademoiselle Derblay were now slowly returning 
together. They were no longer talking to each other. Tho 
Marquis seemed somewhat more serious than usual. Suzanno 
was looking down and smiling, as it were, to happy thoughts. 
At last they reached the spot where their horses were tethered. 
The young man detached the bridles, and turning to Snzaimo 
asked, “ You will allow mo to tell my sister? ” 

Suzanne nodded her head in token of assopt and said, “ Toll 
her, I wish it. You know how much sho loves us. She will 
be joyful.” 

“Well, go with tho Baron and the Baroness, and I will 
stay with Claire and toll her our secret.” 

Then presenting his hands crossed, so that Suzanne might 
poise her tiny foot upon them, he speedily put her into 
the saddle. Tho young girl raised her eyes and gave 
Octave a rather longer look than was necessary perhaps, and 
exchanged a shake of the hand with him, in which sho 
expressed all that she dared not say. Then touching her 
mare with her whip, she reached tho centre of the clearing at 
one bound. 

The hunting-horn resounded through the forest, coming 
nearer and nearer, and lending wings to La Bride and Du 
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Trenibkys. “ Oomo, Baron, to horse! ” said Madamo do 
Preiout to her husband. 

“ Pm at your orders, my dear,” replied the amiable man of 
science, tearing himself away from the contemidation of his 
mineralogical specimens. “ It’s very curious,” ho added. ‘ ‘ Do 
3 ’ou know, I shotddn’t be astonishoB. if these rocks contained 
alum . I must speak on the subject to Monsieur Dcrblay. One 
might, perhaps, start a competition to tlie alum-beds of Ital}'— 
y'ou know, near Civita Vecehia. I showed them to you during- 
our wedding tour. It would be. a first-rate affair, and a good 
business could be done in sulphates with tho itaporniakors.” 

“Yes, Baron, yes,” said Madamo do Profont, suddonly 
softoning. “ You are an angel, you arc! And -what is more, 
a learned angel. Como, kiss my hand.” 

“With pleasure,” said tho Baron, in nowise departing 
frdm his bland tramxuillity, and he raised his wife’s daintily 
gloved hand to his lips. 

Tho Baroness glanced round her, made her hor.so paw- tho 
ground, and waved her hand to Claire and Octave; then, 
turning to Suzanne, she asked, “You are ready? Yes? Then 
start! ” And followed by her husband and tho young girl, 
she wont off at a full gallop. 

Octave and Clairo watched the trio as they rode awaj-. 
There was a moment’s silence. The yotmg man was solemn, 
and seemed somewhat oppressed by emotion, as if ho had 
some very serious revelation to make. On her side tho young 
wife was thinking of -udiat the Barones? had told her, and 
was weighing, with vague anxiety, tho chances she had of 
succeeding in her difficult entorjirise. ller brother’s voice at 
last rousod her from her meditation. 

“ Clairo,” said he, “I have some great nows to tell you.” 
And as his sister made a gesture of surjirisc, and looked at 
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him quosltoningly, ho added in an undertone, ‘‘ Wo love oacli 
other, Suzanne and I.” 

Claire’s sad face bri^tened up like a stormy sky suddenlf 
traversed b;^ a ray of Buu^gbt. She lu^ld both hands oat 
towards her brother, and dravring gUidkl|y towards her 
made him sit down at her^de. Her nerves wore delightfully 
agitated, her heart dilated; she longed to learn everything, 
and it boomed to her as if a favourable occasion for a rccon- 
filiation with Philippe might now present itself. Then, in 
the stillness, Octavo rapturously told her tho simple and 3 ct 
already long story of two hearts which had gradually talcen 
pobsossion of each other—candid and truthful love, full of puro 
delights, uhich had come gently into being witlioul an effort, 
without a throe, like a beautiful flower under the hliio slry. - 

“You have so much influence over Philippe,” said the 
Marfpiis to his sister. “Speak to him for me, and obtain his 
consent. Ho has long been Well acquainted with my ideas, 
llo knows that I count the advantages of birth for nothing, 
and that I nidi to make my position myself. And be 
olo(nioiit and strive to convince him, for you have my happi¬ 
ness in j’our hands.” 

Olairo had suddenly become very grave again. Alas! she 
did not possess tho influence which her brother attributed to 
lier. Never, since that fatal night, tho starting-point of so 
iniwh grief, had she exchanged a single serious word with 
J'liilippo. At Pont-Avesnos they only saw each other at 
inoaltinies, and in presence of the servants they talked but little, 
and merely on indifferent subjects. And yet now, without 
preparation and encourugomont, she must lay tliis weighty 
matter before her hushand. Still she didn’t hesitate; all her 
old confideneo hud eomo back to her. She seemed to have a 
presentiment of victory. 
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at ease; I will plead it as if it wel^ my own.” 

“Oh, how I thank you!” cried Octave; and taking his 
sister hy the shoulders he kissed her tenderly. 

“Is that my honorarium?” said she, with a gaiety she 
had not shown for a whole year. “ One can see that you are 
confident; you pay in advance. Come, go in search of her, now 
that you have confessed your crime. You know that I don’ 
fear solitude; 'and besides, I need to reflect over all that you 
have told mo.” 

Tho Marquis was already hastening towards his horso. Tlo 
vaulted into tho saddle, and kissing his hand to Claire, who 
was looking at him with a smile, ho started off with aU the 
inipctuosity of a man who knows that the girl he loves is at 
tho end of tho road. 



XV. 

Left to herself, Claire forgot where she was, what was 
passing around her, and began to think. A distant hum roso 
from the forest, mingled with the notes of the horn, which was 
now sounding “full cry,” and in the direction of the paved 
highway a loud rumble of vehicles could be heard. But the 
youug wifo was blind and deaf to everything unconnected 
with Philippe. She took a bitter pleasure in picturing to 
herself her life as it might have been. She dived back ifito 
the past, and counted the days of happiness which she had 
voluntarily deprived herself of. Far. now from the fatal 
epoch Avhen she liad wrecked her life, she could hardly under¬ 
stand the feelings which had then swayed her. She could 
not comiirehond the delirium of pride to'which she had been 
a prey. Her all-absorbing preoccupation had been that her 
wedding should at any cost take place before the Duko’s, but 
now it seemed to her so petty and trivial that she positively 
blushed for it. Was it possible that she hud risked her whole 
existence for the sake of yielding to such a pilgar impulse ? 
She said to herself that Philippe, although inost outrageously 
treated, could not show himself inexorable for ever. And yet 
his stern and haughty profde was stiU before her eyes, and 
she could hear him saying, “ One du.y you will learn the truth. 
You will discover that you have been oven more unjust than 
cruel. But though you may drag yourself at my feet, im- 
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ploring forgiveness, I shall not have a vord of pity for you.” 
But vas it not anger that had dictated this terrible resolution ? 
Was he a man to cling to it without over wavering ? 8ho 
saw him again, with his brow resting on his hands, as if ho 
wore crushed with grief, and then rising up and showing her 
his face, down which the tears were streaming, lie had cer¬ 
tainly loved her, and on that fatal night ho would have given 
his life for a word of hope or a tender look. But eight months 
had since elapsed, and maybe aU his love had oozed fortli 
and utterly flowed away through the wound she had inflicted 
on him. 

With the tip of her foot Claire listlessly stirred the gravel. 
“ When a man has deeply loved,” said she aloud, as if she 
wished to submit the question which disturbed her to the 
woods, the wind, and space—“when a man has loved as he 
loVed me can he ever forget? ” 

“ No, a man never forgets when he has dcaqdy loved,” 
replied a mocking voice which seemed to descend from above. 
Claire sprang to her feet at once, and on raising her head 
she perceived the Duke, who had entered the kiosk a 
moment previously, and now stood leaning over the balus¬ 
trade, looking at her with a smilo on his face. “You will 
agree that I have arrived appropriately enough to answer 
you,” he gaUy remarked. “But come, were you tliinking 
of mo ? ” 

Claire looke^ at him through her half-closed eyelids with 
an air of superb contempt. “Indeed, no,” she i-epliod. 

“ 80 much the worse, then, for me.” 

“And you?” asked the young wife. “What are you 
seeking for hero ? ” 

The Duke came down tbe steps and n2)proachcd her. “I 
was seeking for you,” he answered with a bow. 
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“ And wliy go, pray ? ” 

“ liccauge I wislicd to gpoak to you frankly. You gave me 
a bad reception ■when I offered you my company an kour ago. 
Hut I Ibought you might perhaps have become more sociable. 
So hero I am. Are you in a humour to answer me ? ” 

“ But, my dear Duke, I don’f think we, have anything to 
say io each other?” - 

“ Aro you really siu'o of it? I am sorry to seo that you 
are such an adopt in practising dissimulation. I'ou have a 
groat many things to gidove you, and you won’t admit it.” 

Claire shrugged her shoulders disdainfully. “ And I,” said 
she, “SCO that your faculties are clearly on the wane. You 
aro always returning to tlio same subject with a lachry mose 
air, wliich is really painful to witness. Set your soft heart at 
ease. I have no grief, and I am not at all disjjosed to worry 
myself to please you.” * 

“ Maybe,” rejoined the Duke, with seeming simplicity. 
“ I shall bo delighted to learn I have boon so mistaken in my 
surniises, and yet tlioy appeared to mo to be correct. How¬ 
ever, as you say, I must have lost some of my intellectual 
lucidity. This morning it seemed to me that you were nervous 
and disturbed. Tliis paper-chase was very attractive, but you 
would not take any part in it. You spent your time in watch¬ 
ing your husband.” 

“ Well? ” asked Claire, as she ropressed a gesture of irri¬ 
tation. 

“Well,” continued the Duke, “the singular thing is that 
Monsieur Dorblay didn’t seem to pay any attention to you. 
Ho busied himself with tho Duchess, who had chosen him as 
her cavaUere ^servente, and on your side, instead of looking 
pltuised when ho discharged his duties gallantly, you kept on 
giving him crushing glances.” 
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“And wliat did you conclude from that?” asked Clairo 
coldly. 

“ Why, I concluded that the good understanding which you 
told me prevailed between him and you did not really exist. 
I concluded that he did not rightly value the treasixre which 
chance, or rather my ill-luck', has given him. And then— 
what shall I say ?—a thousand little things, which I had for¬ 
gotten, returned to my mind. I remembered how strange yoxi 
looked on your wedding-day. I thought of your sadness 
and analyzed your anger, and having weighed the pro s and 
,ih(i. com I camo to this conclusion, that despite all you say 
to the contrary, you are really not so hajipy as you deserve 
to be.” 

The attack was sudden and direct. In a moment the Duke 
had turned the defensive works which Claire had raised so 
patiently, lie audaciously let her understand that, like a 
fortress which can expect no succour from outside, she must 
resign herself to a regular siege. The young wife disdained 
to make an effort at retreat. In fact she sallied forth to the 
battle, and with unrestrained bitterness replied, “ And so 
you, with your generous commiserating heart, you thought 
that the moment was perhaps a favourable one to offer mo 
some consolation.” 

The Duko had too much- experience of this kind of war¬ 
fare to take up the position which Claire so boldly offered 
him; at least fjjr the present. His cause would have been 
irrevocably lost if he had at once acknowledged that she was 
right in her surmiges. He wished it to seem rather as if he 
were impelled by an earnest, serious fooling, and so, setting 
aside tho bantering tone in which he had luthorto spoken, 
“You judge me wrongly, Clairo,” he said with assumed 
sadness. “ Beliovo mo when I tell you that I have done all 
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in my powor to forget you. When I arrived hero I thought 
I loved you no longer. I thought I should bo able to seo you 
again without the least danger for my heart. I was told that 
you wore happy and I rejoiced to hear it. Ah! madman 
th. 1 1 was! I thought my heart dried up and dead after so 
ma ly trials and deceptions; but to my- bitter grief T felt it 
rev VO and palpitate again. ’Wlien I saw you, yon looked, 
airs! so very careworn—despite all yorrr olforls to coiieeal 
your worry and sadness. But then your face cannot 
hide anything from mo. Had ‘ you been happy I should 
merely have adored ymi from afar, and no word of mine 
should have over dislurbod your peace. But you suffered. 
Ah ! when I saw that, I was no longer my own master. An 
irresistible power seemed to impel mo towards you, and I 
realised that only one woman existed on earth for me—your¬ 
self.” 

Claire listened with astonishment to those passionate words. 
Not a fibre of her heart throbbed. Was this man, who spoke 
to her so tenderly, really the same one she had loved to 
madnos.s? Ills voice, which once had made hor palpitate with 
jiassion, now left her cold and somewhat irritated. Sho saw 
that ho was one of those skilful actors who disturb the minds 
and trouble the senses of women, whoso natures are deficient 
in equilibrium. She did not for a momeut imagine that ho 
was sincere. She looked upon his attack rather as some low 
desire to gratify a sudden fancy. 

“ Do you know that you are not wanting in impudence ? ” 
sho said bitterly. “ When you had t^ choose between a 
woman you pi'etended to love and a fortune that tempted you, 
j'ou did not hesitate. You closed your heart and opened your 
hands. But now that you have the money safe, you would 
perhaps like to have the woman as well. And so you come 
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and make adyancea to mo. All! my dear Duke, you aro too 
ambitious. One can’t bavo everything, you know. It would 
bo cimiulation! ” 

Tho Diiko jerke^ his head in a nielancholy manner. “ How 
harshly you speak to me,” said he. "I knew that you still 
harboured vindictive feelings against me.” 

“Vindictive feelings!” she critfd, “You flatter yourself 
too much, my dear Duke! If I had any feeling towards 
you at all, it would surely be one of gratitude; for it is 
tlianks to you that I am the wife of Monsieur Dcrblay, who 
is us msoful as you are useless in the world, as devoted as you 
aro egotistical, as generous as you aro solflsli, who, in ono 
word, has all tho qualities you don’t possess and none of your 
failings.” 

Tho Duke bit his lips. Each word of this violent outburst 
had boon a slap in tho face for him. “Monsieur Dorblay,” 
said ho, trying to subjugate Claire with his glauce, “is no 
doubt perfect. But there is one littlo point that groaily 
detracts from his perfection, at least so far as you yourself aro 
concerned—ho does not love you 1 He has only boon your 
husband a few months, and if ho appreciated you at jour 
worth he would have remained beside you, attentively and 
affectionately. But where is he ? Why, ho has gone off with 
the Duchess.” 

“ Your wife I ” cried Claire, in a tone of violence. Then 
making an efl'ort and regaining composure, “ Well, after all, 
why should I be disturbed when you yourself aro so uncon¬ 
cerned?” 

“Oh! as for me, I’m not jealous,” answered the Duke 
gaily. “ And besides, 1 know the Duchess. She is a chaim- 
ing doll, covered with lace and bravo with jewels; but under 
all this adornment there’s neither a head nor a heart. So 
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•svliero could passion lodge? But your Imsljand-” He 

stopped short and came nearer to Clairo, as if lie feared that 
the venom of his words might lose some of its poisonous 
effect as it passed through the air, and then added, “ WoU, 
you saw him with her, only a little while ago. Ah! the un¬ 
grateful fellow, who fails to recognise his happiness. The 
imprudent fellow, who rists losing it! Oome, leave him with 
the Duchess. They are worthy of each other. But let me 
remain with yOu—who appreciate you, I who understand 
you, I who love you.” 

Clairo took a step hack, as if to place a greater distance 
between herself and tho Duke; and then, oppressed as it 
were, and trying in vain to appear calm, she answered, 
“ Come, as for all that, I can only laugh at it-” 

“Yes, like Figaro, so as not to be obliged to cry,” rejoined 
Bligny. “For in point of fact it is very sad. You are 
bound to a man who wiU, ijjorally at least, always bo a 
stranger for you. Everything in you and him is contra¬ 
dictory and antagonistic. He is a plebeian and you are a 
patrician. I am sure that he is biassed in favour of 
equality; but you, you are an aristocrat to the tips of your 
finger-nails. He is rough, like everything that pertains to 
the people, and that is distasteful to you. You are proud, 
like all members of the nobility, and that wounds him. Tho 
races from which you have sprung, yon and he, are born 
foes. This gentleman’s forefathers cut yoxir grandparents’ 
heads off, my dear. In a word, there is every reason why 
you should hate each other, but there is nothing to induce 
you to love one another.” 

Clairo proudly raised her head and looked defiantly at the 
Duke. “ And yet I love him,” she said, “ and you know it.” 

“You imagine that you love him, ” rejoined Bligny softly, 
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as if lio -wished to convince a child. ‘ ‘ And why so ? Becanso 
3'^ou arc jealous. But there are all kinds of jealousio.s. There 
is the jealousy born of love-and the jealousy born of pride, and 
I would not mind swearing fhait" you ^re troubled -with the 
latter sort. Your husband neglects you, and though you care 
very little for him, it irritates you. That’s quite nalui-al. 
And so out of a spirit of contradiction you attach your.solf to 
him. All women are the same ; and as to the crisis you are 
passing through, why, I know it by heart.” 

Full of astonishment and disgust, Claire silently listened to 
the Duke ns ho developed his audacious analj'sis. Bligny 
mistook her stupefaction for curiosity, and was eager to 
pursue the work of demoralisation ho had, to his fancy, so 
well commenced. “ Come, I’ll be frank with you,” ho 
resumed, laughing, “and lay my cards on the table. The 
crisis comprises four phases, like the course of the moon. At 
the present moment you are in the first phase, otherwise the 
phase of resistance. Your husband is beginning to neglect 
j'ou, and you are obstinately striving to win him back. It is 
a fi.xed idea on your part. But ho resists, and you will soon 
find that al} your efforts ore useless. This gallant man, 
after contenting himself with flirtation, will at last come to 
downright infidelity. Then you will reach the second i)haso. 
You will have lost all your illusions and your peace of mind 
as woU. You will be altogether overwhelmed, and at first 
you wUl turn for comfort to the Di-vinity, who alone can 
console great griefs. But as your husband will continue the 
course of his successes, your further resignation wiU give 
way to bitterness. Your happy husband will be too gay, and 
you will find yourself too sad. After all, you are only two- 
and-twenty, and you have a right to claim a share of love. 
One cannot live alone for ever. Irritation will seize hold of 
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you, and you will reach the third phase, called the phase of 
anger. A,veil will have fallen from your eyes, and you will 
see your husband as he really iis — clumsy, vulgar, and 
foolish. You win feel astoliisheid at having regretted his loss 
for a single moment, and ,yod will feel a vague longing for 
certain compensation. Ah! now let the fickle husband take 
care, for tlio end of the crisis approaches! Still blushing 
and yet resolute, you will step into the phase of consolation. 
Look before you; everything is gay and rosy. Here tlio 
past may be forgotten in the most charming style! Come, 
another step and there you are. Do you hesitate? Well, 
madame, allow me to offer you my hand to do you the honours 
of this last phase, which I wait for with a little hope and a 
great deal of love.” 

As he spoke, the Duke tried to take Claire’s hand, but She 
abruptly repulsed him with a dark and threatening look. 
“ Your calculations are ingenious,” she said “and they show 
that you have studied women. Only I regret to see that if 
you have conscientiously noted the conduct of those who are 
mad or depraved, you have neglected to take tho honest ones 
into accoimt. There are, I am proud to tell you, some 
unfortunate women who do not lose their heads, Avho decline 
to avenge themselves, and.who find themselves sufficiently 
consoled when they preserve their own self-esteem and deserve 
the respect of others.” 

“Yery good, very good!” exclaimed the Duke. “You 
ore playing your part: this is the phase of resistance.” 

“ If you persist, I can only hate you.” 

“ I persist because I can only love you.” 

“But what you call your love is a shameful persecution! 
What manner of man are you, to expose yourself to my 
hatred after winning my contempt ? ” 
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For a moment the Duke remained silent, looking at Claire 
who stood before him, quivering but defiant. A tress of her 
fair hair had become IgjDsened and was waving over her 
shoulder. Her bosom heaved uhder her blue cloth riding- 
habit, and with a clenched hand she brandished her tapering 
plaited leather riding-whip as if it had been a weapon. Sho 
looked more beautiful than ever in this attitude, and furious 
desire seized hold of Bligny. Ha turned pale, his eyes 
became clouded, and walking towards Claire with open 
arms, “There is nuthing I will not risk to Avin you,” ho 
stammered. ' 

He touched her. She coujd feel his burning breath pass 
over her face. Shd drew herself back,- and with lowered 
brows and contracted bps, “Haveaoare!” sho cried. “If 
you take another step forward I will treat you b'ko the 
coward that you are, and slash you across the face.” Ho 
saw that she had raised her arm with threatening energy, 
that she was ready to strike, and he retreated. Then, proud 
of her triumph, drawing herself erect and yet trembling 
nervously at the thought of the resolution she had shown, 
“Have matters come to such a pass,” she asked, “ that you 
dare to insult me like this? ikm I so publicly abandoned 
that I can be subjected to such affronts with impunity? 
Would you dare to attack me like this if I had a man near 
me to defend mo ? No ; I am alone, and so you are bravo; 
but you see I am quite able to defend myself.” 

The Duke, who had become calm again, now bowed. “ You 
will change,” said he. “The future belongs to me. I am 
patient; I can wait.” 

This cool, audacious reply exasperated Claire. She gave 
the Duke a wild look^ and in a voice that shook with violent 
emotion said, “Learn that even if I wore the most iiuliappy 
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of wompn—eTon wore I destined to become tbe most nnvortliy 
of my sex, which is impossible—eren if I were to ruin myself 
—well, yon ins^e-me-with «0 nilll^ aversion and disgust 
that I would talie Ho fettfct« 'Whom, a *tira»ger, a passet-by, 
for my lover rather than tak« yow/” 

This cry of f uiy did not see:^ to malse any in^ression on 
tho Dulco. With the cool, conddon^ anile that habitually 
exasperated Claire, he ^juietly exclaimed, ** We shallfiee.” 

Tho young wife made no rejoinder. She turned away from 
her persecutor, and proceeding in the direction of the clearing, 
whence she was merely separated by a wavy veil of aspens 
and alders, she drew near to the spot where M. Moulinct’s 
footmen were preparing an appetising lunch for the hunters. 
In reality the Duke’s sudden aggression had made her appre¬ 
hensive. .She had seen him with a pale face, sparkling eyes, 
and quivering hands eager to seize hold of herJ Thanks to 
her energy, she had this time escaped tho struggle, but a 
feeling of horror and loathing came over her at the thought 
that tho attempt might be renewed. And thus, no longer 
having any confidence in the honour of this nobleman, whom 
she had once worshipped as a god, she came in deep grief to 
place horsolf under the protection of lacqueys. 

“ Como, look sharp,” said the head butler to hiS assistants. 
“ Here aro our people arriving!” 

In a perfect stream tho vehicles were now coming back 
along all the forest roads, rumbling less noisily as they rolled 
over the green sward. The horsemen followed along the side 
paths, and all these young folks, heated by their mad gallop, 
were calling gaily after one another. They were still five 
or six hundred yards from the clearing, and yet their voices 
could be 'distinctly heard. This beautiful day was fraught 
with complete enjoyment for them, for they were free from" 
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caro and entirely intent on present pleasure. Olaira could not 
help oompfiring their gaiety >ffith her sadness. She felt angry 
that aU nature should 1^ m fiU when herself was so 
gloomy; forgettijxg, alas 1 that she idone was responsihlo for 
her woe. 

Sho WUB aroufiod from her distressing thoughts on seeing a 
carriage drive into the <q>en space. The Marchioness do Beau¬ 
lieu, with a little lace shawl oyer her shoulders, was ensconced 
inside, just as if she were seated in her cosy arm-chair at home. 
Claire wont towards her as towards salvation. Tho atmo¬ 
sphere seemed ptlrifiod hy the presence of this nohlo woman, 
and hy her mother’s side the young wife at once regained her 
peace of mind. Madame do Beaulieu, habitually indolent, 
had reached the forest rather late. It was mainly in view of 
seeing her daughter on horseback that sho had shakon off her 
usuftl apathy and ordered the carriage. “ What ?” cried she 
as she perceived Claire. “ Tou are here all by yourself ? 
But whore is your husband, than? And what is yoi>hio 
doing?” '■ 

“ Tho Baroness has just loft me,” answered Claire with per¬ 
fect composure. “And as for Philippe', I insisted that he 
should follow the hunt. A husband mustn’t hang about Ids 
wife in public; it would make people talk.” 1;, 

Sho was calm and smiling, and her mother looked at her 
with thorough satisfaolion. A shadow of a suspicion had never 
once crossed tho Marchioness’s somewhat superficial mind. 
“ You are happy enough to allow yoursolvw to hido 
your happiness,” she said. “Ah! Pliilippe is thwH^agon of 
sons-in-law.” 

At this moment the arrival of the main party of horsemen 
at a sharp trot interrupted Madame do Beaulieu, and enabled 
Claire to conceal the embarrassment which her mother’s 
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praise liad caused her. Foremost came La BrMe and Du 
TromUays on horses white with foam, the former fairly 
purple, and looking as if ahout to hUrst, and the latter ex¬ 
tremely pale, and seeming as if he were on the point of 
fainting. They were at once surrounded by the joyous 
hunters, and properly complimented on the vigour with which 
they had kept their pursuers at a distance. Pontac was 
sounding tho “ hallali” on his Dampierro horn with all the 
strength of his lungs, while his piqumr, Bistocq, who looked 
altogether out of sorts, was shambling along on fbot, leading 
his big bony roan by the bridle, and mumbling some scai’cely 
compKmentaiy remarks concerning the amateurs who played 
at hunting and tired out poor horses for the mere sake of 
rushing after bits of paper, as if “with your permission, 
sir,” they had been so many chiffonnien. At the same 
moment Claire perceived Philippe, who was returning with 
Suzanno and the Baroness. Sophie outpaced her companions, 
and approaching her cousin tho first, whispered these words, 
which at once brought roses to tho young wife’s cheeks: 
“ When we got there ho was no longer beside Ath^nais; he 
had loft hor to that fool of a Pontac, who only knows how to 
bray^on a horn. A nice talent the simpleton has, and a truly 
delightful one in company.” 

So saying she begain to laugh, and blinking her eyes with 
the unintentional air of impertinence common to shortsighted 
people, sho looked at Athena'is, who now came up fairly 
deafened by her companion’s horn, but not daring to say 
anything, for fear people might think she was deficient in 
power of endurance. However, on perceiving Claire, tho 
Duchess put her horse to a canter, and made an ironical 
gesture 'tb hor husband, who was standing with an air of 
careless indifference near Madame de Beaulieu’s carriage. 
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“Ah, Duke!” she cried, “so I’ve found you at last, at the 
same time as Madame Derhlay, eh? It was really amiahle 
on your part to keep your cousin company.” 

As ^he spoke Ath&ial's gave Philippe a diabolical glance, 
as if to instil some poisonous supposition into his mind. She 
wished by this to revenge hersjelf upon him for the humilia¬ 
tion she had experienced when he ahandoned her so promptly 
during the hunt. Scarcely, had the gleam shot from her eyes 
when the iromnaster came forward with a firm step and an 
almost threatening look. Claire turned pale. Would the 
Duchess’s implacable hati’ed impel these two men against each 
other ? 

But the Duke was speaking. “1 was not fortunate enough 
to keep my cousin company, a‘s you so appropriately re¬ 
marked,” he said to his wife, bowing respectfully at the same 
tinle to Madame Derblay. “My aunt was already here when 
I arrived.” 

“Then you must have a bad horse, my dear; you had 
better change it,” rejoined the Duchess; and grinding her 
teeth, enraged that her malevolence should have been so 
promptly foiled, she cut her mare so severely across the ears 
with her whip that the animal botmded on one side and 
reared, furiously shaking its bit all white with foam. 

The Duke quietly advanced, caught the horse by the bridle, 
at once reduced it to submission, and assisted Athcnals to 
alight. “ Nothing cotdd be more imseemlythan to make a 
horse rear like that, my dear,” said he with an impertinent 
air. “And besides, you are by no means a first-rate rider, 
and you might easily come to the ground, which would 
scarcely be a pleasant contingency. Take my advice, and rid 
yourself of such manners as soon as possible; they are 
‘ shoppy ’ all over.” Thereupon, leaving the Duchess pale 
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■wi®. rago, Bligny quietly walked off to join liis friends, and 
drink witli them to the success of, the day. 

Claire, who shudder^ ^**4 taken a seat in 

her mother’s r6qtt^tin^; ^et,to-^d^ hack to 

Pont-Avesnes. Sho felt a weight on her heart. It secmod to 
her as if the Duke’s answer to Athfeai's—^wMch so appro¬ 
priately prevented Philippe’s perilous intervention—^had made 
her in some measure his accomplice. She was on the X)oint of 
tolling everything to her husband, preferring his blame and 
anger to this odious connivance with the ,man who had so 
outrageously insrdted her; but at the decisive moment her 
courage failed her, she did not dare to speak. And sighing 
bitterly, she pictured herself condemned for ever to falsehood, 
despite aU her loathing-for it, and compelled to practise deceit 
everywhere and always; to show, indeed, a smiling faco, even 
when her heart was- full of despair. Sho glanced timidly at 
Philippe, who was cantering by the side of Bacholin’s gig. The 
ironmaster’s features wore an expression of composure, and 
there was not the least sign of emotion in his voice as ho 
quietly talked with tho old notary. Claire thought to herself 
that perhaps she had been mistaken in fancying she had 
detected a gleam of anger in his eyes' as he approached tho 
Duke. Still she was aware of Philippe’s wonderful power 
over himself, and perhaps at the present moment ho was 
merely forcing himself to look careless. 

Clairo hoped that ho was jealous. At the risk of her life, 
she began to wish he would break out in ti^eats and raise his 
hand to strike her as he had done on that fatal night. She 
could no longer remain in this terrible suspense. She resolved 
that on tho morrow sho would speak to him about her brother, 
and do all in her power to penetrate his mysterious intentions. 
Then, having come to this de6ieion, she determined to try and 
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gay j slio mado an effort to di&p^ tll-0 olOtlds tllEt llO|||||fe0d 
over Ler brow, and, like an actor on the stage, she composed 
herself a Bmiling face. 

Through the trees in the' distance one could still hear the 
joyous laughter pf the hunting party, whilo Pontao’s horn 
still awoke the echoes of the forest, as it sounded the death 
of the stag, incarnate in those dissimileir beings, fat La Bredo 
and littlo l^u Tremblays. 



XVI. 

Philippe was wca^gng in liis spacious, staidly furnished study. 
His wrifing-tablo was covered with papers which he glanced 
at rapidly. With a stroke of tho pen he initialed each of 
them that proved to he satisfactory, and then without a pause 
turned to another one. It was ten o’clock in the morning. 
The burning sunrays fell direct upon tho front of the chateau, 
and one of them darting through the window-pane suddenly 
played upon the ironmaster’s forehead, and induced him-to 
interi-upt his work. He rose, approached the window, and 
looked out into the garden. 

Under a striped sailcloth tent installed at tho edge of 
tlio shoet of water, Suzanne, attired in a white dress, was 
fishing absontmindedly. Her line dipped Into tho basin, 
and tho float, stirred by the tugs of a fish which had taken 
tho bait, was bobbing up and down, making the water undu¬ 
late in shiny, expanding circles. But the yotmg girl failed 
to notice this. Her gaze was lost in vacancy, and seemed to 
be following some happy thought. She sat there motionless 
with a radiant face, fully absorbed in her dream. 

A smile curved Philippe’s lips, aud softly opening the 
window, he exclaimed, “ Eh! Suzanne, you have a bite! ” 

The young girl started, and turned towards her brother 
with a grapeful pout, “ Oh, Philippe! ” she said, “ how you 
frightened me! ” 
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“But draw in your line,” rejoined the ironmaster. A 
perch has been struggling at the end of it for the last ten 
minutes. It is really not right to mate fish suffer like 
that.” 

Suzanne instinctiTely raised her slender rod, and as it bent 
she hoisted from the water a wriggling perch which gleamed 
with the brilliancy, of silver; With her gloved liand she at 
once unhooked it and dropped it into a netted bag which was 
immersed among the'waterplants near the bank. 

“I’ve a dozen!” cried Suzanne, proudly showing her 
brother how full the bag was. 

“They will make a dish,” gaily answered the ironmaster. 
“ They show themselves willing, and no mistake.” 

For a minute longer he stood gazing at his sister, who was 
gravely baiting her lino again. In the shade of the tout, 
uridcr the blue sky, she looked so fresh and rosy that a 
sudden feeling of emotion overcame him. His chest heaved 
with a sigh, and he mentally sent his pretty sister a kiss. 
Then closing the window again, he di’ew down the blind so 
that it might protect him from the sun. Eefreshing shade 
now pervaded the studj', and Philippe, returning to his 
writing-table, was on the point of sitting dow'n, w'hen a tap 
at the door made him pause. “ Come in,” said he in a careless 
tone. 

The door opened, and Claire, with a blush on her face, but 
resolute despite her emotion, appeared, on the tlireshold. 
“ Am I disturbing you ? ” she asked as she entered tho room, 
whilst Philippe, extremely surprised by this unexpected 
question, courteously offered her an arm-chair. 

“Not at all,” he answered quietly, and leaning against tho 
mantelpiece, he waited for her to speak again. 

Claire sat down, and leaning back in her chair glanced for 
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a moment around lier. She never entered thie room, which 
was sot aside for Philippe’s private use. Its somewhat cold 
and solemn aspect pleaded her, as STmJboIicaiof the character 
of its inmate, and she examined everything with great com¬ 
placency. In reality she was not sorry to be able to defer the 
moment of speaking, for-her heart was beating quickly, and 
it seemed as if a band compressed Maples. 

Philippe stood on his guard watching her. He was the first 
to break the silence; Have you anything to ask of me ? ” 
said ho. . ' ' * • 

Clairo turned her eyes towards her husband, and with a 
touch of sadness in her voice, “ We live so much apart from 
each other,” she said, “ that if I had not something to ask of 
you I should not have risked disturbing you.” 

Philippe made a deprecatory gesture, and bowing to his 
wife as if to encourage her, he rejoined, “ I am listening.” ' 
Claire bent her head as though she wished to collect her 
thoughts. She was trembling,'and her throat was dry. Never 
had she engaged in battle with such an .acute feeling of 
anguish. “ What I have to speak to you about,” she said at 
last, “is most important, and interests you as much as it 
interests me.” 

“ Lot us see.” 

Claire gave her husband a look eo full of mute supplication 
that any other man would, have fallen on hie knees; but he 
remained standing, in the same expectant, dreumspeot attitude. 

“Before anything else,” said the young wife, "you take 
some interest in Octave, I believe ? ” 

“Well, I don’t think,” answered the ironmaster with 
astonishment, “ that your brother has so far had any reason to 
doubt it.” . , 

The reply was somewhat ambiguous, and Claire slightly 
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frowned. “And if you had occasion to show that you took 
on interest in him ? ” shfi asked., 

“It is probable that I should avafl myeelt of the oppor* 
tunity.” 

It was to this precase point that Claire had wished to bring 
her husband, and she no doubt fancied he Was caught in the 
network of her questions. It now only temained for hor to 
indicate the point at issue, and carried away by the feror of 
the battle she had engaged in, the young wife did not hositato. 

“ Well,” said she, “ such an occasion now presents itself. Do 
you wish to know what it is ? I must tell you that it is a 
serious matter, and one which does not merely concern my 
brother.” 

tt 

“ What a deal of digression! ” interrupted the ironmaster. 

“ Does what you have to ask of me seem so twy difficult to 
obfain ? ” 

Claire looked hor husband full in the face, as if to lose 
nothing of the play of his features, and then boldly replied, 
“Judge for yourself. Octave loves your sister, and has 
requested me to ask you for her hand.” 

A muffled exclamation escaped Philippe, and his face became 
gloomy. To hido his perturbation he approached the u indow, 
and standing there in silence, he gently raised the blind. 
Unconscious of what was happening in the study, Suzanne 
stiU sat dreaming beside the shoot of water, with her line 
dipping in the rippling mirror. The ironmaster gazed at her. 
She looked so gentle and so candid, surely she was bom for 
happiness. 

Such was Claire’s anxiety that she impatiently rose to hor 
feet and approached her husband; then, seeing how pensive 
and absorbed he looked, she exclaimed, “You do not answer 
me?” 
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Philippe turned round, and speaking slowly, as if he 
regretted having to give sueh a reply, “I am sorry for your 
brother, but this marriage ia-impossible,” he said. 

“ You refuse ? ” orilfl Clairs, a prey to horrible torments. 

“ I refuse,” repeated the ironmaster ooldly. 

"Why?” 

Philippe looked fixedly at his wife, as if he wished his 
answer to penetrate into her very heart. “ Because,” said he, 
"because there is already one unhappy person in my family 
through the fatdt of yours, and I consider thatnnough.” 

"Tako care,” rejoined Claire, swiftly, "you may aU the 
more surely make Suzanne unhappy by refusing my brother 
her hand.” 

"IIow is that?” asked the ironmaster with su<^den ani¬ 
mation. 

" She loves him.” " 

In the garden Suzanne’s joyous voice could now be heard, 
as she set her fishing paraphernalia in order, with Brigitte’s 
assistance. 

Philippe paused for a moment to listen to her. " She loves 
him,” he repeated. "That is no doubt a great misfortune, 
but it will not alter my decision. If, on the eve of the day 
fixed for my marriage with you, some one had prevented that 
marriage from taking place, even by breaking my heart, ho 
would have rendered me an immense service. My cruel 
experience shall at least serve for someti^g. If my sister 
has to weep, she shall at least weep in liberty; she shaii not 
see her future irremediably lost like mine.” 

This was such a blow for Claire that she was unable to 
retain her composure. " You are seeking for revenge! ” she 
rejoined in, an excited tone. 

"Kovongs?” said the ironmaster, haughtily. "Do you 
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think I need it ? No; 1 am taking a precaution, and everj'- 
thing advises me to take it.” 

Claire sank into her arm-chair. She could detect such 
disdain and such resolution in ter h^band’s -words that she 
renounced the contest. She now only thought of entreating 
him. “Come,” said she, “I beg of you, don’t render mo 
responsible for the unhappiness of those children^ I am 
sufficiently crushed myself. What can I do to mollify you. 
I know that I acted very wrongly towards you.” 

Philippe began to smile bitterly. “ You acted very -wrongly 
towards me ? ” ho said. ‘ ‘ Eeally ? And you deign to own it ? 
But it seems to me that that is a very groat concession on 
your part! ” 

Claire took no notice of her husband’s irony. She was 
determined not to let anything repel her; she was resolved to 
go ‘on to the end, bitter as it might be. “Yes, I did you a 
grievous -wrong,” she rejoined; “but you have cruelly 
pimishod mo for it.” 

“I?” inteiTupted Philippe, -“And how? Have I ever 
reproached you, ever spoken a wounding word to you ? Ilavo 
I been wanting in politeness towards you ? ” 

“ No. But how much I should have preferred your anger 
to tho haughty indifference with Avhich you treat mo. I hoar 
everyone around me talking of my happiness. I am envied 
and congratulated wherever I go. But I return home and 
where is my happiness then ? I seek for it, and in its place I 
only find solitude, abandonment, and sadness.” 

Philippe drew himself erect, and looking down on the poor 
woman who, as ho felt, had fallen so completely into his 
power, “It did not depend on me,” he answered, “for 
matters to be different. You decided your life yourself. It is 
such as you made it.” 
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“That is true,” rejoined Claire, in a broken voice, “But 
at least I had a right to count on repose, and oven that has 
been denied mo.” 8 ^ rpse^ hatf sobbing, with clenched 
hands and a wild look?®, her (^os. , “ That miserable woman 
who hates me pursues me even into my home, and yon suffer 
it, and lend yourself to her, manoeuvres! She openly flirts 
with you; she compromises you! But you have not even 
enough pity for me to spare mO her outrageous bravado. 
Oh! but my patience is at an end; this situation shall not 
last any longer, 1 will not have it! ” 

“ You will not ? ” rejoined Philippe; and as Claire repeated 
with furious obstinacy, “No, no! I will not!” he slernly 
added," You forgot that there is but one person horo^who has 
a right to say ‘ I will not.’ ” 

His proud yoimg wife’s blood mantled over .her face. She 
revolted; and, blinded by anger, carried away by jealousy, 
“Take care!” she cried, “my endurance has its limits. I 
can boar your indifference; but such insulting disdain, such 
public abandonment— No! I will never consent to it!” 

Philippe paused in front of her, and looked at her with 
ironical curiosity. “That is so like you!” ho said. “Always 
the same, always influenced by pride! You are concerned 
as to what the people about you may think. Public opinion 
—that is your foremost care. It was simply for the sake of 
your posHion in sodety that you plunged so madly into our 
marriage adventure. And again to'-day', exasperated at the 
thought that'pei^u may deride and taunt you, you are fairly 
carried away, aJid forget yourself even to the point of threat¬ 
ening me,” ■■ \ 

“Oh, ,no! I\do not threaten,” interrupted Claire, no 
longer able to rest-rain her- tears, “I beg. Take pity on me, 
Philippe. Begeae.rous Will you never weary of striking 
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SO liarsHy at my heart ? Tou have had a full revenge, be 
sure of it; you can be indulgent now. If you will mate no 
change in our mode of life, at least le^^me have some peace; 
deliver me from the Duchess. Keep the Duke away from 
me.” 

She spoke these last words in a low voice, as if she were 
ashamed that they should fall from her lips. 

“What do you complain of?” rejoined the ironmaster. 
“Don’t I have to support them both myself? They are 
your relatives. Wliat wbuld society say—that society whose 
opinion is your first concern—^if we'closed our doors to them 
without a reason ? One must wait patiently, and put up with 
the evils pf our sad situation. Life cannot bo changed to suit 
the fancies of a spoilt child. Everything is grave and serious 
in life, and misfortune comes only too easily. There is no 
need of courting it; you know it now. Cast out of the beaten 
track, both of us—ansfc by your fault—our duty is to march 
onward since we have no right, since we are unable, to 
retreat.” 

“Sol have nothing to await from you, nothing to hope 
from you? ” 

“ Nothing,” replied Philippe coldly. “ And remember that 
you yourseK decided it should be so.” 

Claire looked at her husband. TSie expression of his fea¬ 
tures had greatly changed. His eyes had receded under his 
brows, and he was extremely pale. Still he spoke in a firm 
voice. For one moment she thought of throwing herself at 
his feet, of opening her heart to him, of confessing that she 
loved him. She walked towards him, half stifling, with a 
heaving bosom and outstretched hands; but a lingering 
vestige of pride restrained her. She heaved a deep sigh and 
stopped short. 
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Pliilippo now approached. “I am obliged to go to tho 
worles,” said ho, as calmly as if no such distressing scene had 
occurred between liim and this woman ho adored. “ Excuse 
luo for leaving yori.” 

“Whut answer shall I give to my brother ?” asked Clairo 
timidly. 

“Tell him that I rely on his honourable feeling not to 
breathe a word of my refusal to Susanne. In a week from 
now I will aiTango to send her away for a short time.” And 
gliding like a shadow through tho dim study, ho nodded with 
seeming indifference to Claire and went out. 

For some minutes tho young wife remained alone in tho 
spacious room, and gave way to hor grief without restraint. 
Stretched on tho divan, she measured the full extent of her 
love. • Thus it was irrevocable. In vain had she displayed 
the gaping wound in her heart to Philippe; ho had mv-rcly 
given her a careless look. She no longer existed for him. 
He had told her so; and he kept his word. Such was his 
implacability that ho would not forgive her for her passing 
error, .and ho harshly repulsed her when she came to him. 
She accused herself of having ruined her brother’s future. 
It was because hor husband distrusted the hot blood of tho 
Beaulieus—tho full and fatal violence of which she had 
revealed to him—that ho refused to let Suxanne become 
Octave’s wife. How would she ever be able to break this sad 
nows to her brother ? 

The Boimd of Suzanne’s voice in tho next room made her 
spring to her feet, like a hind alarmed by the baying of tho 
hounds. She was fearful of being found weeping in her hus¬ 
band’s study, and sho at once hastened to her own room and 
locked'herself in. At luncheon time sho sent word that she 
was poorly and need not bo waited for. Finally, at two o’clock, 
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when, from her window sho had seen Buzanno disappear among 
the shady trees of the park, she furtively tripped down tho 
stairs, and leaving the chateau by the little side gate in tho 
courtyard, set out for Beaulieu on foot. 

The Marquis, who was impatient to learn tho result of the 
mission which he had entrusted to his sister, was walking 
up and down the terrace, fully expecting that Claire would 
not keep him long in sifspense. He espied her from afar 
as sho came up the steep road leading to tho chateau, and 
her attitude impressed him painfully. Madame Derblay was 
walking slowly along the grassy embankment which fringed 
the roadway. . She was leaning forward, looking on the 
ground, and often forgetting to shade herself with her para¬ 
sol from the burning simrays which constantly darted through 
the clouds. There was a touch of weariness in her attitude 
that seemed to presage defeat. She did not approach with 
the alert, triumphant footstep of a messenger bearing good 
news. However, the young man hastened forth to meet her 
and speedily reached her side. They exchanged a long look ; 
the brother’s was a troubled and anxious one, the sister’s 
very mournful. 

“ Good heavens! what has happened ? ” murmured Octavo, 
as he convulsively caught his sister by the arm and led her 
towards an open space where several benches had been 
installed in |ull view of the lovely valley. Claire was 
already enervated, and the delicious scent of the blooming 
lime-trees, which rose around, affected her so grievously that 
she began to tremble, and, with her eyes full of tears, 
remained iji front of her brother without saying a word. 

“ Come, Claire, for heaven’s sake,” resumed the Marquis; 
“ what is tho matter ? Speak! Tell me! Anything is pre¬ 
ferable to your silence.” 
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Madame Derblay took pity on her brother’s anxiety, and 
making a great effort replied, “I have a sad answer to 
give you, my dear fellow, respecting the request you en¬ 
trusted to me. It is impossibly for you and Suzanne to 
marry.” 

Octave took a step back, as if be bad seen an abyss open 
before liim. He looked wildly at bia sister as though be 
did not understand her, and repeated, “Impossible? "Why 
so?” 

Clairo shook her bead moiirnfuUy. “ Philippe refuses,” 
she answered. 

“ What reason did your husband give ? ” asked the 
Marquis. 

The young wife remained silent. Her embarrassment was 
very great. What answer could sho give her brother? 
Could sho confess hor own painful secret to him ? What 
pretext could sho invent to impart some motive to Philippe’s 
refusal? And it was necessary she should speak without 
seeming to hesitate, for Octave was looking at hor most 
earnestly, seeking for the truth in the expression of her 
face, in her slightest gesture. “He gave no reason,” she 
stammered at last, blushing with shame as she spoke. “ He 
refused to explain himself.” 

“No reason ?” exclaimed the Marquis, with great astonish¬ 
ment. “No explanation ? He, Philippe, to whom I am so 
much attached ? He didn’t hesitate to inflict such a slight 
upon me!” 

Greatly disquieted. Octave hastily wiped his eyes and then 
sat down. He was grievously puzzled as to the reason which 
Philippe had refused to give, and he asked himself what it 
could be. Seeking for it despairingly in his own mind. Sud¬ 
denly, however, he uttered an exclamation. A ray of light 
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had da-wned upon him. Money! It could only be the ques¬ 
tion of money. He had virtually no fortune and no position'. 
That must surely be the reason why Philippe refused to give 
him Suzanne’s hand. At tMs thought he hastily rose to his 
feet again. Claire Was looldng at him anxiously. But now 
his brow was radiant with confidence and courage, and ho 
took a few steps forward answering his thoughts aloud, 
without noticing it. “Ho position, it’s true, but I’U make 
myself one,” he said. “Hofortime. Well, Philippe knows 
how a man may make one. I’ll follow his example.” 

Suddenly he paused, stupefied and almost frightened, for 
Claire had sprung.to her feet, and had caught hold of his 
arm. Two words had struck her—^two only—in aU that he 
had said, “No fortune!” And they had sufficed to agitato 
her strangely. Forgetful of her preoccupations, her cares 
and* sorrows, she wished Octave to explain these words to her 
without delay. 

“What ym —no fortune ?” she repeated; and with an im¬ 
perious, almost a threatening gesture, she claimed an imme¬ 
diate reply. 

Octave, who was greatly embarrassed and confused, tried 
to turn aside, but Claire, who suspected some mystery which 
it was urgent she should solve at any cost, caught him reso¬ 
lutely by the shoulders and gazed into his eyes. “What do 
you mean ? ” she asked again. 

“I have imprudently spoken some words you ought never 
to have heard,” replied Octave. “ You were not aware of the 
loss of that lawsuit. It was intended you should never know 
it. But like a simpleton I have betrayed the secret which 
was entrusted to ine.” 

Claire was no lodger listening to the Marquis, she was 
thinking. The loss of that lawsuit meant ruin for ihem all. 
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and if her brother had no fortune she could have no dowry. 
A horrible doubt came over her; she shuddered, her eyes 
dilated, and turning towards Octave, “ But when I was 
married-? ” she asked, finishing her phrase with a signifi¬ 

cant gesture. 

“ The disaster had taken place.^ 

. “ And my husband—Philippe—was ho aware of it? ” 

“ He was; and he forbade us to spoak of it to you. He 
did not wish a shadow to dim your hrow. The generosity and 
delicacy of feeling he showed on that occasion were really 
admirable——” 

Ho said no more, for a shriek resounded. Claire boat tho 
air with her anus as if she had gone mad, and tj^en in a 
husky, faltering voice exclaimed, “He did that? and I—I— 
Oh! the miserable woman that I am! ” 

As if suddenly evoked, tho spacious room with the lugh 
tapestry hangings whereon tho warriors smiled demurely to 
the goddesses appeared before her eyes, just as it looked on 
the night of her marriage, with the fire smouldering below the 
mantelshelf against wliich she leant, quivering from head to 
foot. She saw Philippe again pale and tremblin g almost at her 
feet, and yet proudly raising his brow when she haughtily 
bade him take her fortune. Her fortime, indeed! How dis¬ 
dainfully he smiled. She could understand why he had done 
so now, and in her despair tho truth, distressing and humili¬ 
ating as it was, rose to her lips. She must speak and accuse 
herself. She had lost all self-possession. She was seized 
with a mad desiro to strike herself, as if to punish her *flesh 
since she was unable to chastise her spirit. 

“ Oh! I lied,” she stammered, “ I lied when I told you tiliat 
I did not know why ho had refused to give you his sister’s 
hand. It was on account of me—miserable creature that I 
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am! —inflicting woo on all who come near me! ” And then, 
yielding to her impulse, she made her sad confession to her 
brother, attenuating nothing, but insisting on her guilt, and 
openly displaying the horror of her conduct. “ And he,” sho 
continued, “so proud, so disinterested, so good oven in his 
anger, for he spared mo. And yet with one word ho might 
have crushed mo. He did not do so, and I—I heard him 
supplicating me. I saw him weep, and I remained untouched. 
I did not understand what a wealth of deep devoted love his 
heart contained.*’ Then, radiant with passion, as if her very 
grief had transfigured her, “ A^, if you had not spoken, my 
poor Octavo, my life was lost for ever! "What would have 
become of mo? And it was by chance that you told mo 
everything. Oh, I could bless you for it!” Sho took her 
brother in her arms and kissed him with pas.sionato grati- 
tu(ie, while the words bubbled up to her lips like efl'erves- 
eenco suddenly rid of restraint. 

“ Calm yourself, Claire, I beg of you!” exclaimed Octave, 
who was positively frightened. 

“ Fear nothing, we are saved now,” sho rejoined excitedly. 
“ I will repair the wrong I have done; I will assure your 
happiness. Oh! I will go on my knees to Philippe; every¬ 
thing will now bo easy and pleasant, providing I achieve 
success. This morning I was hardly skilful with him, but I 
had lost my self-possession. I love him so.” A cloud passed 
before her brow, for she had just remembered the Duchess. 
“ Oh! I will not have him taken from mo now,” sho added in 
a husky voice. “I must win him back or I shall dio!” 

“ Claire! ” cried the Marquis. 

But such was the extreme mobility of her impressions that 
sho had already passed from sadness to joy. “Don’t bo 
frightened,” she resumed, with a confident look and a gay 
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laugh. “ Wo have a reception to-morrow; it is my fete-day. 
All our friends will he there. I must be beautiful to try and 
idoase him, and I shall succeed, I am sure of it. And then I 
shall see him near me again, confident and loving.” 

Her nerves, which for some minutes already had alone been 
sustaining her, suddenly relaxed, and sho staggered and fell 
into Octave’s arms. He laid her gently on the gprassy bank. 
Her bosom heaved with convulsive sobs, and for a long while 
she lay there utterly overcome, listening without an attempt 
at speaking to her brother’s affectionate words of consolation. 
When at last she regained hgr self-possession, and was able 
to sit beside the Marquis, she remained gravely contem¬ 
plating the green and peaceful vaUey which was stretched out 
before her, with the Avesnes glistening like a silvor ritbon as 
it coursed onward through the meadows. The pointed roofs of 
tho ehatea'u sprang out of the dark clumps of lofty park trefes, 
extending to tho foot of the hill. The black smoke from the 
furnace chimneys trailed heavily across tho sky, and tho 
tapering steexde of the little church rose up, surmounted by 
its weathercock, which the sun, now sinking, burnished with 
its slanting rays. 

This was tho peaceful spot where Claire now dreamt of 
living. She remembered that from the same place where sho 
at juesent sat sho had once gazed upon it with mingled anger 
and disdain. Now, however, it had become her earthly para¬ 
dise, for it w'as Philippe’s homel 
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The feast of Sainte Claire fell oh a Sunday that year, and 
appropriately enough. Saturday was the feast of Sainte Su¬ 
zanne. Since Philippe’s happiness had Leon wrecked he had 
inTariahly regulated his conduct in keeping with the require¬ 
ments o:^ the situation, and thus he considered ho could not 
dispense with celebrating this double anniversary. There had 
been no entertainment at Pont-Avesnes since liis marriage. 
Claifo had been ill all the winter, and her eonvalcsccnco had 
extended suflioiently far into the spring to excuse the iron¬ 
master, even in the eyes of the most punctilious, for kceinng 
his doors closed. However, when the aoral disquietudo with 
which Claire was afflicted openly showed itself on various 
occasions, Philq^pe decided ho would make a public display of 
his alfection for his wife by giving a fete in her honour.® Ton 
days had elapsed since tho, invitations were sent out whtui 
Claire’s frtiitless attempt at a reconciliation was made, with 
tho unfortunate result that their distressing situation passed 
from a chronic to an acute stage. 

Philippe was so discouraged that for a moment ho thought 
of giving up tho fflte and sending notice of its abandonment 
to his guests. But it was tho eve of tho appointed day, and, 

• Birthday festivities are not customary among„ Catholics on tho Con- 
linont. In lieu thereof they celebrate the day set apart for their patron 
saint in the Homan calendar.— Irant> 
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everytliing considered, lie determined to rely on Claire’s 
energy. He know that if she chose mere pride would enable 
her to show a smiling face to all around her. Accordingly, 
with an aching heart, displeased with himself and everybody 
else, tho ironmaster made every preparation to do the honours 
of Pont-Avesnes vrith due^display and gaiety. 

Since morning ClaSe, shut up in her room with tho 
Baroness, had boon getting ready for the struggle. Sho was 
anxious to fascinate her husband, and stretched on the sofa in 
tlio subdued light, sho rested at leisure with the object of en¬ 
hancing the freshness of her complexion. Nor did she neglect 
the artifices of fashion, for sho had determined to set off her 
beauty with a charming dross. It was white, profusely 
trimmed with Valenciennes lace and adorned with natural 
roses. The corsage, cut low in front, was somewhat higher 
behind, but it allowed a full view of her superb shoulcTers; 
while the whiteness of her sTcin was enhanced by a garland of 
roses, which starting from above her arm traded downwards 
round her skirt, impregnating her whole person with a deli¬ 
cious perfume. Her lovely golden hair, caught up on tho top 
of her head, so as to disiday her snowy neck, had no other 
adornment tlian a bunch of roses. But sho looked so beauti¬ 
ful, thus attired, that Brigitte and Suzanno, who had dressed 
her, could not help clapping their hands with admiration. 
Claire glanced gratefully at the looking-glass, and then, as it 
was time to show herself, she wont downstairs, quivering 
with emotion. 

In tho grand Louis-Quatorzo reception room, which was 
brilliant with tJie light of the chandeliers, Philippe, already 
attired jn evening dress, was talking to the Baron, who still 
wore a nmrJiing jacket and disj)layed a remarkably yellow pah- 
of hands. As tho Baroness entered the drawing-room with 
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Claire, and caught sight of her husband in this condition, she 
raised a cry of consternation. “ Good heavens! ” she exciaimod, 
‘ ‘ why are you in such a state at this hour ? What hands 
you have! ” 

“Excuse me, my dear,” rejdied the Baron, flushing like a 
schoolboy caught tripping, “ but I stopped rather late in the 
laboratory and accidentally upset a bath of iodine, which 
slightly stained my fingers-” 

“ Slightly! ” cried Madame de Pr4font. “ But it’s horrible 
You are not presentable. You InnV UVa a pljplnffrapi't.,. ’’ ^ 

The Baron began to laugh. “Oh, I can assure you it will 
wash off easily enough.” And so saying ho moved towards 
his wif^ 

“ Oh! don’t come near me! ” she exclaimed, stepping back 
with fright. “ I’ve a new dress on. Make haste and go and 
dress, you have only just the time.” 

Delighted to find himself let off so easily, the Baron glided 
from tlio drawing-room like a s^^h. 

Philippe was looking at Claire a8 8?>.e approached him in all 
the splendour of her beauty. She was radiant, and no truce of 
care could be detected on her face. In the depths of his heart 
the ironmaster could not help admiring his wife’s strength of 
mind. She was really valiant, bethought, and ho was pleased 
to see her. discharge her duties so brilliantly. With a smile 
that made her turn pale with delight he walked towards her 
holding a black leather jewel-case stamped with tlie initials 
C. D. 

“You are not very rich in jewellery,” he said, as ho bowed to 
her. “ At the time of our marriage I was not able to purchase 
all I wished for you. Allow me to repair this negligence.” 
And so saying he offered her the jewel-case. 

Claire was so surprised that she hesitated to take it; but 
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tlio Baroness eagerly snatcted it from Philippe, opened it, and 
drew forth a marvellous diamond necklace which she gazed at 
with cries of rapture as it scintillated in the light of the 
chandeliers. 

“Oh, my dear!” said she, “Just look at it. It is a 
princely present I ” 

Claire’s brow lowered. Yes, it was a princely present. But 
the young wife was thinking of the forty thousand francs in 
gold, the assumed interest of her dowry, which were sleeping 
in a drawer of the handsome ebony coffer in her bedroom. 
She added them to the enormous sum which this necklace 
must have cost, and she felt profoundly humiliated. What 
a lesson of generosity Philippe taught her! Her i^ipremo 
argument had been money, and yet he spent it with regal 
indifference, seemingly careless of possessing it, although he 
had only earned it by long and patient toil. 

‘ ‘ Come, Philippe, it is for you to attach this badge of slavery- 
Tt is tho very least yoxi can do,” said the Baroness mali¬ 
ciously ; and then turning towards her husband, who was now 
entering tho room clad in full evening dress, “ I say, my dear,” 
she added gaily, .“you are always looking for little pebbles— 
well, try and find mo some of the same water as these.” 

Meanwhile, as with trembling hands tho ironmaster fastened 
the scintillating brilliants around his wife’s neck, his fingers 
came in contact with her soft white skin, and ho noticed that 
she quivered as ho touched her, 

“Come, come,” said the Baroness, “a kiss is the rule 
on such a day as this——” And she maliciously pushed 
Claire into Philippe’s arms. He turned as pale as death, 
and with his eye bedimmed and his throat contracted by emo¬ 
tion—asking himself with agony if he were going to faint— 
he touched his wife’s forehead with his lips and imprinted on 
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it a cold and yet a longed-fot kiss. Tken as if he feared he 
should he unahle to remain master of himself, he tore himself 
away and abruptly left the room. 

Claire had not boon able, so far, to form a true estimate 
of her husband’s important position. Wherever they wont 
together she had seen him welcomed with marked courtesy 
and deference; but it was on receiving aU the notabilities of 
the Department in her own drawing-room that sho realised 
for the first time what weighty influence the ironmaster dis¬ 
posed of. Among the guests invited to the dinner one must 
mention M. Monicaud, the chameleon-like Eepublican Ihre- 
feot, who was wont to tone down his opinions iS'henevcr he 
went into society; the Public Prosecutor, who was remark¬ 
able for tne solemnity of his bearing; the Treasurer-Paymaster 
of the Department, an amiable ex-vivcur; and tho General 
commanding the division: in fact, all the civil and military 
authorities. In addition there was the Archbishop of Pcsan- 
(jon, Monscigneur Fargis, to whom Philippe had presented 
some admirable altar-gates, and who .as a rule declined all 
invitations. Seated on Claire’s right hand, tho venerable 
prelate smilingly afltrontod the presence of Monsieur lo Profet 
of the Doubs, who had so rigourously expeflod the monks 
from their monasteries. 

Athenais, who felt fairly upset with envy, was present at 
her rival’s triumph, as encouraged for the first time by her 
husband’s glance Claire had regained full confidence, and 
conversed with sparkling wit, finding the right words to 
flatter each of her guests in turn. . She felt that Philippe 
admired her, and eager to please him she displayed all the 
attainments of her really superior mind. The Duke was 
struck by her radiant beauty, indeed quite fascinated, and ho 
gazed at her with unfmgned admiration. In fact, he did not 
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sufficiently conceal liis feelings.' With his eyes fixed upon 
Claire, he forgot everybody else, and such ivas his passionate 
excitement that he abandoned all restraint. He did not notice 
that Philippe was watching him with threatening attention; 
and indeed, after all, what did he care for a husband? It had 
long boon known that he was not merely a man to rob a hus¬ 
band of his honoik, but one to take that husband’s life as 
well. 

Although Moulinet was mainly occupied in insinuating 
himself into the good graces of the Prefect—who played such 
a good knife and fork that it was easy to see he had not 
always lived on the fat of the land—he was nevertheless 
greatly struck by Bligny’s attitude. He had already noticed 
that the Duko paid far too much attention to Claire, and 
although as a rule he did not attach much importance to tho 
flirtations of young men, he became in the jmesent insiance 
extremely nervous. The fact is, the ironmaster was a power 
in tho Department, and it was particularly advisable for Mou¬ 
linet to win at least his tacit good-will^ in view of the elections. 
So tho chocolate-maker decided that he would have a little 
private talk with his son-in-law at the first opportunity. 

The Duchess, who was seated near Philippe, tried to attract 
his attention by her chatter, but she found him cold, absent- 
minded, and preoccupied. The Marquise de Beaulieu, who 
occupied a place of honour on the ironmaster’s right hand, 
was greatly worried by the heat of the chandeliers, and paid 
but little attention to what was going on, being mainly occu¬ 
pied in fanning herself. Philippe, who constantly had to 
keep up tho conversation, and pay attention to everybody, 
suffered horribly when he noticed the manner in which tho 
Duke was looking at Clairo. It seemed to him ns if Bligny' 
sullied his wife’s white shoulders with shameful caresses as 
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he gazed at them so wantonly, and ho felt positively enraged. 
Ho endured, in fact, all the torments of jealousy, and gloated 
over the idea of killing this man, who after having already 
harmed him so much was still intent on torturing him. Ho 
was wearied by Athenais’s futile prattle and her attempts to 
monopolise him, and he longed to be delivered of this odious 
couple. He remembered how his wife had entreated him to 
free her from the Duke and Duchess, and ho reali.sed how 
great her distress must be; exposed as she was to the wife’s 
hatred and the husband’s passion. He decided ho would 
deliver her from both of them. Dut it was not enough to 
keep the Duke at a distance now; ho hated him'too much. 

Philippe heaved a sigh of relief when the dinner came to 
an end, and the guests walked out on to the tei-race to enjoy 
the fresh evening air. A charming surprise was awaiting 
Claire. The clumps of trees in the park were all illuminated, 
and festoons of flowers hung over the front of the chateau. 

Moulinet, w'ho had ransacked his conservatories for tlie 
occasion, now presen^ a basket of gilded rushwork, fully 
three yards across, which was full of beautiful orchids of 
every possible variety. Several of the guests complimented 
him on liis lovely present, whereupon he whispered with 
assumed carelessness, ‘ ‘ My gardener tore his hair when he 
saw the basket leave La Varenno.” 

Still, much as'the chocolate-maker liked receiving compli¬ 
ments, ho did not lose sight of his son-in-law, who by a skilful 
mancouvrehad succeeded in isolating Claire and blockading 
her in a corner. There these two beings, who once had loved 
each other so sincerely, smilingly exchanged the most dan¬ 
gerous words. The impassioned Duke, who was anxious to 
induce his cousin to look favourably on his suit, praised her 
beauty and expatiated on his love. Claire, on the other hand. 
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tried to free lieraelf from this teta-d-teto, wWoh made her 
tremble, and growing moro and more exasperated, she gradu¬ 
ally raised her voice, at the risk even of attracting Philippe’s 
attention. Thereupon BL'gny changed his tactics, and becoming 
unctuous and gentle, merely spoke of friendsliip. He begged 
Claire to shake hands with him as a token of forgiveness, but 
all the while his eyes—^belieing his language—sparkled with 
intense passion. Ho gradually drew nearer, and at one mo¬ 
ment, emboldened by the obscurity, he approached so close to 
Clairo that she exclaimed, “ Take care’! If you do not leave 
mo I will call my husband, oven at the risk of a scandal! ” 

Tho Duke’s conduct had raised her excitement to tho 
liighest pitch, and there is no tolling what might have 
happened if succour had not arrived appropriately enough in 
tho form of Moulinet. "With a smile on his face he walked 
towards Claire and Bligny, and, to tho great annoyance of his 
son-in-law, opened a eonvorsation with one of those common¬ 
place remarks in which) he excelled. “How lovely the sky 
is,” he exclaimed, with an inspired 4ir. “This is tho first 
quarter of tho moon. We shall have fine weather all the 
week.” 

The Duke looked askance at Moulih'ot, whilst Oaire, taking 
advantage of the diversion, made oJf with a sigh of relief. 
Bligny turned to follow her, but with a solemn gesture his 
father-in-law restrained him. ■" Taking Gaston by tho ann, 
the chocolate-maker led him to the edge qf the sheet of water, 
and then, as they found themselves in comparative privacy, 
he commenced speaking as follor^’s: “I am sorry to see. 
Monsieur le Due, that you abuse the good connection 1 
endeavoiix to keep up with Monsieur Derblay, to—” 

“ To —repeated the Duke, taking Moulinet’s measure in 
a remarkably impertinent nianner. 
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“To'begin with,” exclaimed the ex-commorcial judge, for 
the first time losing patience, “I must request you, my son- 
in-law,” and he emphasised the expression which was so 
particularly distasteful to Bligny, “I must request you to 
abandon the mocking tone which you invariably use iu speak¬ 
ing to mo, and which l am by no means disposed to submit to 
any longer.” 

“Monsieur Moulinet revolts, and raises the standard of 
commercial magistracy! ” exclaimed the Duke, laughing. 

“ Monsieur Moulinet considers that you behave altogether 
improperly,” rejoined the chocolate-maker in a louder tone, 
“both as regards himself and as regards your host, whoso 
wife you court in the most scandalous manner.” 

‘ 4 '> 

“ Has madame your daughter done mo the favour to 
complain ? ” asked the Duke, with an assxunption of exag. 
gorated politeness which was even more galling than his 
raillery. 

“Well, np," replied Moulinet. “In fact, she doesn’t seem 
to care whether you 0 :e faithful or not, and I can’t quite 
tmderstand her.” 

“Well then ? ” asked the Duke ironically. 

Moulinet struck an attitude, and with a crushing glance at 
his son-in-law, “And morality, monsieur?” he asked. 

“ Oh, morality! The morality of the Hue dos Lombai'ds! ” 
rejoined the Duke with a careless gesture. 

Moulinet assumed an air of self-sufficiency. “The Hue 
des Lombards has its merit,” said he, “ and you know some¬ 
thing of it^ too! ” • . 

“Oh, fie! Monsieur Moulinet,” cried the Duke. “Don’t 
jingle your ha’pence like that. We know that you are rich.” 
And again, taking the ex-judge’s measure in a contemptuous 
style, he added, “ It’s your only merit j don’t abuse it.” 

X 
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“In that caso,” rejoinedMoulinet, losing the last soHihlanco 
of composure, “ my merit has tliis advantage over yours, that 
it increases every day. After all, it’s too much hindness to 
taho any interest in you. Go on with your guilty enterprise. 
The only result can he a quarrel with the husband, and I warn 
you in advance that all my sjunpathies will bo on his side.” 

“Much obliged,” said the Duke. 

“ If ho kills you,” continued hfoulinet, who grew more and 
more animated ns he talked, “you will only have what you 
deserve.” 

, “ The judgment of God! ” 

“AVe will luiry you, my .daughter and I, and you shall 
have a splendid funeral service on a par with my fortune, 
and then wc will go to Monaco, or the seaside, to weep for 
you during the usual twelvemonth.” 

“ In fact, something gny in the way of mourning.” 

“ Disgusted with your profligacy-” 

“ All, come. Monsieur Moulinet, lot us finish this! " inter¬ 
rupted the Duke haughtily; “I don’t^sk advice and I don’t 
take lessons. Youi; pedantic cant amused me for a few 
minutes, but tlmt’s quite enough.” 

“ Very well, monsieur,” said Moulinet, who was overawed 
by the Duke’s insolence. “Do as you please. I wash my 
hands of the matter.” And jerking his head in a dignified 
manner, the worthy father-in-law walked away towards the 
reception rooms. 

A general stir had just taken place on the terrace. Whilst 
Philippe was talking with the Prefect and the Public Prose¬ 
cutor, Suzanne had darted towards him in a state of great 
emotion and somewhat out of breath. “ It’s a deputation of 
the workpion! ” she exclaimed. “There are ten of them, and 
they ask permission to come in.” 
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"But that’s capital!” criocl the Prefect, whoso demo¬ 
cratic tendencies were aroused by tho words " a deputation 
of workpeople.” "A little popular demonstration, oh? 
Perfect! ” 

"Our Prefect will be asking to have the "Marseillaise” 
played soon,” muttered the Treasurer-l’aymastor with a smile. 

Meanwhile Pliilii^po had gone towards tho workinou. “Ah, 
it’.syou, Oobert!” said he, as ho recognised liis oldest fore¬ 
man, who stood waiting, rigged out in Ids Sunduj' clothes, and 
carrying his hat in one hand and a huge bouquet in tlio other. 
“ Como along, my worthy fellow; and you, too, iny friends.” 

But Gobert, a tail, white-haired old man, was apparently 
unable to set his legs in motion, and it seemed as’if the sight 
of the'*elcgant throng which was watching lum from the 
terrace had turned him to stone; as though, indeed, ho had 
coip,e face to face with tho head of Medusa, " Go on,” mut¬ 
tered his comrades in tho rear. “ Go on, since it’s you who’vo 
got to speak.” But altogedier paralyzed by emotion, ho stood 
still there, with gapi^ mouth and op m eyes, us motionless as 
if ho were rooted to tho spot. 

It was Suzanne who broke tho spell, for, taking tho old 
workman, whom sho had known ever since sho was a child, 
by the hand, sho led him towards Claire. The foreman made 
a deep bow, and greatly agitated, seeking for his words 
although ho had learnt his little speech by heart, he at last 
began as follows: "Since the master allows it, Madame 
Dorblay, wiH you condescend to accepit this bouquet, w'hieh I 
am charged to offer you in tho name of aU of us, with our 
best wishes on your feto-d'ay. You must know that there are 
eighteen hundred of us hero at Pont-Avesnes who owe every¬ 
thing wo have to your husband, who built us Qur houses, our 
schools, and our infirmary, and who cares for us as if we were 
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his children. And, do you soo, we’ro grateful to you for 
making him bo happy! ” 

Gobcrt’s emotion was so acute that the last words died 
away in his throat. However, loud- shouts of applause rent 
the air, the Prefect giving the signal by clapping his hands as 
he turned, with on approving smile, towards the young hus¬ 
band and wife, dairo liad started when she hoard the old 
foreman speak of the happiness Philippe owed to her. Thus 
the same ironical praise-came to her from all sides without 
ceasing. 

The applause had finished, but Gobert, although divested of 
his bouquet, still stood, looking dreadfully uncomfortable, in 
front of Monsieur and Madame Derblay. “ I’ve soinothing 
else to say,” ho resumed at last.'- “We’re about to have a 
general election.” On hearing this Moulinet at once stepped 
forw'ard, as if there were some question of his own preten¬ 
sions, whOo the Prefect drew himself erect and cast a cem- 
manding glance around. “And we come,” continued Gobert, 
“ to ask tlie master to stand for the ciijp)nscription of Pont- 
Avesnes.” 

Moulinet heaved an immense sigh of relief. “ The circon- 
Bcription next to mine! ” he cried. “ Bravo! ” 

Meanwhile, as an echo to the old foreman’s words, a storm 
of hurrahs and exclamations had burst forth just outside the 
front gates of the chateau. The workmen, with their wives 
and daughters, all decked out in their Sunday clothes, were 
assembled on the Place, watching the manifestation they had 
prepared from afar. “ Open the gates,” cried Philippe, “ and 
lot every one .come in.” A moment later a joyous throng 
spread through the parterres into the park, under the many- 
coloured Venetian lamps, which lit up the far-stretching 
avenues and the secluded bowers adorned with statues. 
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“These worthy folks have had an oicellont idea,” said tho 
Prefect graciously. “Monsieur Derhlay belongs to us. Ho is 
a Liberal in the most thorough meaning of the word. For all 
of us his nime implies science, probity, work, and liberty.” 

“That’s a candidature I’ll second,” repeated Mouliiict. 
“Wo sjiall secure tho whole district between us. I’ll wake 
up my farmers. Committees, speeches, meetings—all tliat’s 
my business. We shall hare an easy victory.” 

“ Upon my word, my dear Prefect, it seems to mo Avo’ro 
exercising a little otRcial influence on tho electors,” ('.xclaiiucd 
a martial voice just behind the majestic Monicaud. The Pre¬ 
fect turned round as if some ono had trodden on his foot, and 
foumkhimself face to face with tho General, who looked at him 
ironically. However, tho representative of tho Minister of tho 
Interior contrived to smile at the representative of tho Jlinister 
ot’War. “Eh! my dear General,” said he, “ after such a good 
dinner one can’t fight one’s host at dessert, you know. Tho 
stomach must bo polite to its entertainer.” Then, whechng 
round on his heels* again, he muttesrod between his teeth, 
“ Dash that confounded pretorian I ” 

Meanwhile Philippe was speaking. “I accept tho honour 
you do me, my friends,” said he, “not out of ambition, for 
you know that I scarcely seek for occasions to push myself 
forward, but in the hope that I may bo able to bo of use to you.” 

A loud tumult followed. Acclamations rose from tho crowd, 
and for a couple of minutes there was a frantie waving of hats 
and caps. Then by degrees the noise subsided. Claire had 
now stepped forward in her turn. "As for myself, my friends,” 
she said, “I thank you for your kind offer from tho depths of 
my heart. And as you are the oldest connected with tho works, 
Gobert, come and kiss me for yourself and your comrades.” 

Thereupon, graceful and snuling, she offered her Aee k to 
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Ulc' ol'l forcmnn, 'wlio had flushed scarlet xmder his -white hair, 
and spcmic'd more ill at case than ever. Ho-wevor, he timidly 
ajiproachcd and hissed liis master’s wife with as much precau¬ 
tion as if her soft face had been one of the red-hot*TDars of iron 
h(! had so often hammered out. “ Oh, madame,” ho said, “ the 
J)(.Tl)lays u ere always noble folks, and you are worUiy of 
belougiup; to tlicin! ” 

f'laire glanced at her husband triumphantly. It seemed to 
her as if the old foreman’s words had recouplod the links that 
niiifod her to I’liilippo. 

Alheuais was sneering, as slie canned on a whispered con- 
\crsa(iou with La Br^do and Du Tremblays. “Dear me,” 
sho said, “it’s altogether charming; wo are swimming in 
socialis'in.” 

A loud exclamation interrupted her. Bhilippo had just 
given ordt'i-s to liavo several ca.sks of wine roUod to an open 
sjjc.ce ill the park, and had despatched a messenger for the 
villago band. A platform of planks was promptly improvised, 
and h('reu 2 )on tho musicians began piping with their strident 
insirumcnts. Attracted by the noise, the winegrowers of tho 
surrounding blojies mingled with the working people, and tho 
old feud which had long divided the district into two hostUo 
camps seemed upon tho point of subsiding. Gay and noisy 
was tho scene in tho broad avenues, lighted up with many- 
coloured lanterns which shone out like fantastic flowers amid 
the dark masses of foliage. lAko a flash of lightning amid 
the darkness a bomb suddenly whizzed through the air, 
bursting with a loud I’eport and raining golden stars upon the 
throng. It was the signal for a pyrotechnical display, which 
tho Biu’on had privately ordered. Then the rockets began to 
soar through space, and tho. park was illuminated w'ith the 
verdant and ruddy glow of Bengal lights. The musicians 
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had ceased playing, and with tlioir instrunients on their knees 
they watched from their platform, as from the grand tier in a 
theatre, the capricious course of the flying squilte and the 
leaping lights of the Eomau candles. 

As an appropriate accompaniment young Du Tremblays 
began humming in a shrill voice the opening lines of the well- 
known song— 

“Little Peter, lift me np, 

When I Bee the flying squib.” 

While the Prefect, turning towards Mouliuet, enthusiastically 
remarked, “Do you see what a fine effect those red Bengal 
lights have! Ah, red is a beautiful colour! ” 

“ I aiso like the green fire very much,” replied the ex-judge, 
who had failed to grasj) the allusion. 

“ Green’s'tho colour of hope,” said the departmental Trea¬ 
surer, turning graciously to Moulinet and bowing. 

This time the Duchess’s father understood. lie w’as always 
lucid when his ow'n interests tvore concerned, and ho looked 
benevolently at the ex-viretir, and decided that bo was really 
a very well-bred man. The Treasurer, by the wny, possessed 
the finest pair of horses in tho Department. 

“Well, Monsieur Moulinet,” asked tho Baron, who now 
ai)proache(l, “how are you getting on? You look de¬ 
lighted.” 

'“Yes, Baron,” replied tho ox-judge confidingly. “This 
luxury, those fetes, this animation, all deb’ght me. I was 
born for high life, and my tastes protest against the injustice 
of my birth.’ ’ 

“Your wit would suffic'o to make it forgotten,” said Pro- 
font, with imperturbable coolness. 

A ruddy glow now spread over tho sky. ^he sot pieces 
were being illuminated, and under a flaming portico there 
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appeared a little cliild—indicated in outline with rosy fire— 
who was crowning a woman delineated with white lights. 
“Love crowning Industry!” exclaimed the Baron, who 
thought it necessary to explain the allegory. 

“An old acquaintance,” muttered the majestic Monicaud 
to tho Puhlic Prosecutor. “ Last year when I was Sub-Prefect 
at Neufchatol, they served us tho pink child and the white 
woman on the night of tho national fito, and they called the 
grou];), ‘ Tho Future crowning France.’ ” 

“ And I,” said the Treasurer of the Department gaily, “I 
saw it some years ago at a display of fireworks at Villa 
d’Avray, in honour of Dr. Thomson, the illustrious accoucheur. 
On that occasion the group was entitled, ‘ Infancy qjrowning 
Medical Science.’ ” 

A loud noise, followed by dazzling rofulgoncy, interrupted 
tho conversation. The “bouquet” was mounting like a 
flaming sheaf towards the sky, where it stretched out over 
the spectators like a vault of fire. Blackened sticks then 
rained upon the foremost of the throng, amid sliouts of 
laughter and alarm. At last the sky grpw dark again, and 
tho park became more obscure in the soft glow of the 
Venetian lamps. At the same moment, as if some invisible 
hand had given the signal, the musicians struck up the 
opening bars of a quadriUe. Then, as tho throng was hushed, 
a lad could be heard exclaiming in a mocking tone, “ Take 
your places for the contredanse." 

Athenais was suddenly seized with a grisette’s fancy, with 
a mad longing to go and dance in the midst of aU these 
peasants, and turning \rith. bright eyes and glowing cheeks 
towards Philippe, she leant forward, exclaiming, “ Oh, Mon¬ 
sieur Dcrblay, let us open this garden dance together! It 
will be delightful. Come, you shafl dance with mo! ” 



321 


OR, I.OVE AND YJtlDI 

Philippe remained motionless, hesitating between the wish 
to refuse and the fear of seeming impolite. Ho exchanged a 
glance with Claire. She had turned pale on witnessing the 
Duchess’s provoking audacity, and judged that the cup was 
fuU. Besides, she had vowed to herself that she wojild not 
allow Athenais to monopolise Philippe again. Still she was 
undecided as to the right course to take, for she feared to dis¬ 
please her husband. But at that moment she hoard the Duke’s 
hated voice beside her. “ You see?” he muttered in a tone 
of raillery, at the same time calling Claire’s attention to 
Ath6nai8, who was leaning towards Philippe and looking at 
him coquottishly. 

Clair quivered with grief and shame. Her sufferings were 
increased tenfold by the Duke’s imprudent intervention. At 
this pr.ficiso moment, as if their destiny wore now to be decided, 
Phiappe’s eyes met hers, and she read in them so much con¬ 
straint and such intense lassitude, that, impelled as it were by 
an irresistible power, she took a few stops forward and touched 
Athenais lightly on the arm just as she sras repeating, “ Come, 
shall we open the ball together ? ” 

“Excuse me if I spoil your plans,” exclaimed Claire, 
coldly. “But I should like to speak to you for a moment.” 

“ Speak to mer ? ” replied the Duchess with mingled sur¬ 
prise and annoyance. “ What, now, at once ? ” 

“Yes, at once,” insisted Madame Derblay. 

“ It is something urgent then ? ” 

“ Very.urgent.” 

Athenais gave her enemy a searching look, but Claire met 
her gaze with such firmness that she lowered her eyes, feeling 
strangely up^t, and divining some serious complication. 

‘ ‘ What is the matter, dear ? ” she asked in a mejlifluous voice, 
at the same time trying to take hold of Claire’s hand. 
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“Follow me aud you shall know,” replied Madame 
Dorhlay stornlj'; and wifhout adding' a word, without turn¬ 
ing towards Philippe, resolute if palpitating, she conducted 
Athena'is to the li( tie drawing-room, which was unoccupied. 

Thiy roraainod for a moment standing, like two adversaries 
about to close and struggle. Under the trees in the distance 
the improvised orchestra was Just beginning to play, and the 
hum aud buzz of the gay throng were wafted confusedly to 
tlie (.hiiteau. All the guests had gone into the park, and 
Athenais and Claire found thomsclvos once more face to face, 
alone, aud dopendont on their own resources. 

“ Lot us sit down,” said Madame Dorhlay curtly. 

“It will bo long, thou?” rejoined the Duohfss with 
ail impertiiK’iit yaun, vrhieh she made little x>i^tence of 
ri'jin'ssing. 

“ J hojio not,” rejilied Claire. 

Allieuai.s installed hersolf in an arm-chair, and stretching 
out her legs, began to eonteinidato the jet ornaments on one 
of her .shoe.s, making them scintillate in the light of the 
chandeliers, and apparently attaching no importance at all to 
uhat Cduiro might have to tell her. 

“I have a favour to ask of you,” resumed Madame 
Dorhlay. 

•‘Am 1 so haiixiy us to bo able to oblige you?'**’ asked 
Athenais nonchalantly. 

‘‘Yes. The other day at the jiaperchase in the forest, 
when you took my husband away with you, you asked me if 
I wore not dis^deased, if I were not a little jealous- 

The Duchess tapped the flo6r with hdr heel and answered, 
“ 1 was joking! ” 

“ Well’, yoji did wrong to.think it a joke,” declared Madame 
Derblay, “ for you spoke the truth.” 
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AthenaVs, who was ffrratl}' astoaislicfl, sat up in her chair, 
and put herself on her guard. “ Yod^ jealous ? ” sho said. 

“ Yes." ■ 

“ Jealous of me ? ’’ insisted the Duchess. 

“Yes, of you,” repeated Claire, and with a constniined 
smile she added, “ You see that I am frank. It seems to mo 
that my hushand pays you more attention than is right, and 
60 I address myself direct to you, to n.sk you to put a stop to a 
—flirtationy Which you certainly attach no importance to, hut 
which is very painful for mo.” 

“Oh, my. dear!” cried Athena is, turning towards Claire 
with a vivacity that seemed io' hetoken the most atToctionate 
interest. ^“ '^S^hat! you were suffering and you said nothing 
about it ? But do you not rather exaggerate ? 1 don’t recol¬ 
lect anything that could have really worried you. Monsieur 
Derhlhy is veB^ amiable ; ho seems to like io talk to mo, but 
there is notlu:ggiSurjmBiiig in this sympathy between relatives 
and coitaiuly rmthiug criminal-” 

“It makes nip suffer ! ” insisted Claire. 

The little Dufljioss drew herself up and answered in a cut¬ 
ting tone, “ But^ my dear, you must a2>];ily to your husband for 
the remedy. I can’t furnish it.” 

“Yes, you can put a stoj) to this intercoimse.” 

Athendfe sank back languidly in her arm-chair. She now 
realised w'hat Claire was driving at. . >Sho wished her to dis¬ 
arm. Accordingly, .subduing the bitterness of her voice, find 
speaking with an anii^ty which was oven more exasiierating 
than her previous arwfeance, she rcjilied, “But how can I do 
that ? By giving yi^jipiusband the cold shoulder ? By being 
imiiolito to him? Imme first place it would bo a very dis¬ 
agreeable part for me'to play; and besides, do you think it 
would be a very efficacious remedy ? ” She smiled as she 
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spolco, with the bravado of a woman who is confident of her 
power. 

“But that is not what I’have to propose to you,” rejoined 
Claire with quiet serenity. 

“jJiVhat have you to propose, then ? ” 

Madame Dorblay hesitated for one moment, and then 
Ljldly replied, “ That you shordd keep away from our 
lioiiso for some time.” 

Atheiiais bounded from her chair, and, ceasing to control 
licrself, exclaimed, “ What! you think of xwoposing that! ” 
“Yes,” answered Clairo in a gentle voice, which was in 
striking contrast with her rival’s bitterness. “And it is in a 
tune of entreaty that I make this request. Say I f.in mad, if 
you like, but do as I ask. It is a question of my happiness.” 

“ But on what pretence would you have mo keep away?” 
rejoined Athenais. “What would i)eoi3le say of huch a 
sudden separation ? Wouldn’t it look like a quarrel, like a 
rupture ? ” 

Wo will find some satisfactory explanation for it.” 
Athenais was greatly embarrassed by the manner in which 
Claire insisted on this question. Sho fancied that Madame 
Dorblay was stronger than sho had believed, and she imagined 
that everything would be lost if she made the least concession. 
Accordingly she took the bull by tho horns. “ Wdfcnightnot 
succeed,” sho said; “and that would bo disastrous for me. 
TTou have been frank, and now I will be frank as well. I am 
a new-comer in the society to which tho Due de Bligny has 
introduced me; I please myself in it; I wish to keep tho place 
I have already won. But, as you know, folks are very 
punctilious, and, as you will understand, if my husband’s 
family tteatjed me coldly people would find an opportunity for 
disparaging remarks—there are so many who are jealous of 
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me—and then good-bye to my dreams! If you have j'our love 
to think of, I —1 have my ambition. J. can understand j-our 
shielding the one, hut allow me to defend the other.” 

Claire began to tremble with very rage. Sho could liardly 
control herself. She was seized with a longing to spring^poii 
this miserable woman and crush her. “ So, you refuse ? ’’ 
she asked in a muffled voice. 

“Unwillingly, yes. But come, conscientiously, put your¬ 
self in my place! ” And the irony of her words was so acute 
that Athenais could not restrain a smile. 

Claire stepped forward, and, ceasing to control her anger, 
“Put myself in your place!” she fiercely said, “it is you 
who hav^put yourself in mine, and wish to do so again! 
Ever since I have Icnown you you have pursued mo with your 
envy and your hatred! As a ghl you robbed mo of my 
betrothed; as a woman you try to steal my husband from 
me! I did not knowhow to keep the former, but I shall 
know how to wrest tho latter from you.” 

“Ah! So it’s like that! ” cried Athenais, turning palo wlih 
rage. “ Well, let it bo so ! Lot us raise the mask. To tell 
the truth, I am tired of dissimulation. Yes, since my child¬ 
hood I pay yog back in hatred for all tho contempt which yon 
and your friends heaped upon mo. For ten ymars you crushed 
me with ypur name, your fortune, and your wit! Well, see! 
To-day I have millions of my own, I am a Duchegs, and you 
are reduced to beg my mercy! ” 

“ Take care! ” said Claire, “ I am not of a nature to allow 
myself to be insulted with impunity.” 

“And I,” rejoined the Duchess, “I bear a name which 
sets me above the reach of your rage! ” 

“ I will appeal agaipst your conduct towards me.” 

“ And to whom ? ” asked Ath6nais with a sneer. 
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“To society.” 

“ To wliat society ? To yours, wliich. I have risen to ? Or 
to mine, whicli you liavo fallen to ? ” 

“ To tliat society—no matter what it bo—wliich comprises 
honest people who consider it a duty to rcspcict others, and a 
right to insure respect for themselves. In tliat society, you 
hear me, I will repeat aloud what I liavo just told you. J 
will show you as j'ou really are. And we shall sco if the 
name you bear, however great it may be, will suffice to hide 
your baseness and 3-our falseness.” 

The Duchess tried to reply, but she sought in vain for 
words in her envenomed heaid. She could only hiss. Still, 
although reduced to silence, she was endeavouring at least to 
make an insulting gesture, when she saw (Haire standing 
before her, looking so threatening, with ai’dcnt eyes and 
quivering hands, that she suddenlj’ fdt frightened.. She 
stepped back, and in a low voice said, “ So it is a scandal 
you are seeking to create ? ” 

“ It’s an execution I moan to carry' out. For the last time, 
will 3'ou consent to what I ask ? ” 

“ No ! a hundred times, no ! ” answered Athenais, grinding 
her teeth. 

“ Then you shall see.” 

Footsteps were grating over the gravel, and a hum of merry 
voices was ivafted through the open windows of the drawing¬ 
room. Suddenly Fliilippe appeared, coniing up the steps with 
the Baroness on his arm. The Duke followed, laughing, with 
La Brcdc, in front of Moulinet, who had attached himself to 
the Baron. They perceived Claire and Athenais standing, 
pale and quivering, face to face, in so significant an attitude, 
that one and aU stopped short in stupefaction. Then, with 
her head erect, sure of her conscience, strong in the suffering 
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she had ondurocl, Clairo advanced to tho contro of the room, 
and pointed to Athenais with a crushing gesture. 

“Duko,” she exclaimed, “take your wife away, if you do 
not wish mo to have her turned out of tho house in presence 
of everyone! ” 

Bligny remained impassive. Merely a pale smile stole over 
his lips. But Moulinet, who could not boliovo his oars, 
sprang forward, with a haggai-d face and upraised ai-ms. 
“Turn my daughter,the Duchess, my daughter, out of tho 
house! ” he repeated emphatically, as if the entire aristocracy 
of France had been insulted in tho person of Madamo de 
Bligny. 

But j 3 i|h(?nals had already turned towards tho Duko. 
“ Monsieur ! ” she cried, in a piercing voice, “ will you allow 
me to be insulted in this manner without defending me ? ” 

■Wiih-^ierfect composure Bligny took a couple of steps 
forward in Philippe’s direction. “Do you approve, mon¬ 
sieur,” ho asked, “ of what Madamo Dcrblay has said to the 
Duchess ? Are you disposed to apologise, or are you ready 
to accept the responsibilitj' ? ” 

These words were clear, polite, and as trenchant as steel. 

Claire looked at her husband in agony. Would he disavow 
her, or openly take her side? For a moment she endured 
horrible suspense, and suffered more acutely, perhaps, than 
she had ever suffered before. 

But on hearing Bligny tho ironmaster had come forward. 
His stalwart form rose up in all its masculine vigour, and it 
could be seen that ho was a full head taller than the Duko. 
In a grave voice, and with an energy which made everybody 
present start, ho answered, “Monsieur le Due, whatever 
Madame Dcrblay may do, whatever reason she may have for 
doing it, I consider everything she does as well done.’* 
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Tlio Dulco boiv'ocl irt an incomparably elegant stylo, and, 
turuiug to La Brede, be made bim a sign and said, “That’s 
settlod.” Tbon offering bis arm to Atb6nals,' who scjcmed 
overwhelmed, be left the room followed by !RfouHnot, now 
fairly crazy, and by bis faithful lieutenant. La Brede, who 
muttered between his teeth, “A nasty affair, and no mis¬ 
take. Two cousins! Bligny is the offended one. IIo’ll 
choose pistols. The ironmaster is a dead man! ” 

As Claire witnessed the departure of her rival, thus 
humiliated and vanquished, she did not think of the terrible 
consequences her audacity would entail. She raised a cry 
of triumph, and approaching her husband with passionate 
gratitude, “Oh, thank you Philippe!” she cried, »iretching 
out her arms. But in a moment her ardour abandoned her, 
for she saw that her husband had become impassive again. 

“You owe mo no thanks,” said ho. “I doft-iidcd my 
honour in defending you.” And then 2)oreciving that Claire 
remained silent and grave, ho added, • ‘ Do not forgot that you 
have guests to attend to here. No one ?nust bo allowed to 
suspect what has just happened.” 

With these words he offered his anu to the Baroness, whose 
nerves wore so upset that she was tempted to laugh and e. y 
at the same time. Claire wiped away a tear that was gliding 
down her cheek, and smiling sadly at the Baron, who had 
remained beside her, “Come,” she said, “since it must lie 
so, let us go and dance! ” 



XVUI. 

Claire found tho night a terrihly long one. On returning 
to her room she realised the full gravity of the situation 
and felt frightened. She had certainly the right to act as 
she had done. Braved, threatened, outraged in her own 
home a pitiless foe, sho had revolted and driven 
her from the house. But, on tho other hand, her private 
quarrel had become a general one. Her husband had been 
obligwW)#’ take her part and outer tho lists against the Duke. 
Sho remembered how significantly Bligny had smiled as ho 
said, “ That’s settled,’’ and sho shuddered at tho recollection. 
Sho knew what a dangerous adversary tho Dukcv was; and 
she realised that l’hilipi)e would find himself in imminent 
■hingor if a duel ro'dly took place. Lato in the evening sho 
tad caught sight of Octave and the Baron conferring with 
La Brede and Moubnot. She had questioned her brother, but 
ho had answered her evasively, with a constrained air, d(!clar- 
iug that the negotiations would lead to an arrangement—a 
-ompromise. 

(')aire asked herself if any compromise were possible bo- 
oou these two men, who hated each other so intensely. Tho 
■■ ■- had clearly defined the situation when ho demanded 
an apology or a recognition of responsibility—in other 
words, satisfaction. Now the young wife did, not for one 
moment entertain the thought that her husband would 
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apologise: hence there was but one solution possible— 
a duel. 

Claire sprang from a brave race, and her feminine ancestors 
had never shrunk from the clash of arms. Her grandmother, 
a Bligny, had scoured the wilds of La Vendee with Stoflet’s 
bands, using her carbine to pick oil the “ Blues ” * whenever 
occasion required. When her father, the Marquis de Beaulieu, 
was only sixteen years old, he shut himself up at La Penissi^re, 
and was found, three days later, under the ruins of the farm, 
with his arm shattered by a bullet. Now Claire was of a very 
similar nature to hot father, but though she did not fear 
death herself, she was alarmed for Philippe. She felt super¬ 
stitious moreover, and imagined that Fate had marked her 
marriage with the ironmaster with a black cross. She had 
a presentiment that if her husband fought he would bo 
kUled; and frightful visions passed before her She 

seemed to see Philippe stretched dead upon the blood-stained 
grass, and the Duke standing erect near by, holding his still 
smoking pistol, and laughing a wicked laugh. Why pistols 
—why use such dangerous weapons? It was in vain that 
she tried to persuade herself that perhaps they would fight 
with swords. Still and ever in her vjsion, she^saw the two 
men with pistols in their hands; she heard the report of both 
weapons; a puff of blue smoke rose upwards, and Philippe, 
shuck in the heart, fell heavily on to the grass. 

She tried to free herself from this nightmare, which had 
seized hold of her although she was awake, and she went 
towards tho window. The air was balmy, and the clear sky 
was radiant with stars. Among the trees of the park some of 
the Venetian lanterns were still alight, and fanned by the 

• The Bepiihlican troops, so called by the Koyalist insurgents, on 
account of the colour of their uniforms,— Trans, 
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broezie they stood out like red spots in tho darkness. To 
Claire’s horror, it seomod as if those rod spots wore stains 
of blood; and she hastily closed the window ajjain, and 
drew the curtains so as to shut out the view of this droudful 
glow. She paced round the room, pensive and absorbed, 
revolving her lugubrious apprehensions in her mind. “I 
bring woo to aU who surround mo,” sho exclaimed aloud, and 
the soimd of her voice, breaking tho silence, absolutely 
frightened her. She strelcliod horsclf on the sofa and tried 
to read, but in vain, for it seemed to her as if a bell wore 
ringing in her oars, like some funereal knoU. Then she 
felt anxious with regard to what PhUippo was doing, and 
crossing dihe little drawing-room on tiptoo, sho approached 
the door of her husband’s bedroom. All was diirk and silent 
—not a ray of light, not a sound. Sho thought that ho was 
sleeping:,-^d this surmise in somo measure reassured her. 
Eetuming to hor own room, sho passed the rest of tho night 
awake, in alternate fits of hope and despair. 

Philippe was not in bis room and ho was not sloojiiug. IIo 
had shut himself up in his study, situated on tho ground floor 
immediately under Claire’s bedroom. IIo was awaro that tho 
duel he was about to fight with the Duke would be a serious 
one. A conforenco had taken place tho same evening be¬ 
tween tho four seconds, and the situation, though grave, was 
so simple that an understanding had boon promptly arrived 
at. Despite the imploring supplications of M. Moulinot, 
who wished to avoid a duel at any price, an appointment had 
been made for eight o’dock on tho following morning. Tho 
chosen meeting place was situated between the woods of La 
VaxMme and those of Pont-Avesnes, at an equal distance from 
the two cMteaux. It was indeed that same Eond-Point des 
Etangs, which only a few days previously had re-echoed to tho 
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joyous cries and langMer of tlio hunters partaking of their 
sumptuous lunch. The Duke had chosen pistols, the distance 
was to be thirty paces, and the adversaries were to fire at will. 
Phihppo accepted these conditions without reluctance; he had 
scarcely ever practised pistol shooting, but he was a fixst-rate 
shot with a rifle, and feeling sure of his eov^ d'mil, he thought 
to himself, with savage'joy, that if he risked being killed him¬ 
self, at least ho would have the opportunity of killing his 
hated adversary. It was impossible to tell in advance which 
of tho two opponents would prove the victor, for they were 
endowed with equal courage and tried calmness; but on the 
other hand it was well-nigh certain that one or the other of 
them would succumb. o 

Alone—^having, perhaps, only a few hours to live—^Philippe 
gave "way to meditation, and passed his conduct in review. 
Ono thought sorely troubled him: he feared he ^^.^‘Tihowu 
himself too hard towards Claire. At this supreme hour he was 
seized with profound pity for the poor woman who had washed 
her guilt away in her own tears. Ho saw that she was now 
really his. The haughty bride, who had so roughly repelled 
him, had become a tender, humble, devoted wife. The hard 
trial ho had imposed upon her was completed, and he had the 
right to believe that if he survived she would belong to him 
heart and soul, and that if ho died his memory would abide 
with her imporishably. 

This was the object he had always* had in view. He had 
attained '.it without going beyond, and he felt calmer as he came 
to tlus conclusion. He did not regret that he had so incessantly 
hammered his wife’s bronze nature so as to fashion it to his 
liking. He considered that the result he liad obtained would 
guarantee Qlaire’s happiness, if Fate were propitious and he 
returned alive. She would surely have been unhappy had sfio 
been abandoned to herself, witlThcr moral sense in such confu- 
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sion. She was too intelligent not to understand that her life 
was wrecked, and too proud to confess that tho fault was en¬ 
tirely her own; and thus she would have lived on, devoured 
by bitter rancour and a prey to sterile regret. Tho lesson ho 
had given her was bound to bo a salutary one. Sho had 
reflected, sought for tho right path, and by dint of efforts 
conquered herself. She w'as now ripe for happiness. But 
alas! at the very moment when her regeneration was com¬ 
pleted, when the future stretched out before her so full of 
smiles, adverse fate might plunge her back into dosijair. 

Tho noise of footsteps .resounding over Philippo’s head 
suddenly broke the stillness of the night and made him start. 
Ho listonvd. It was a regular, continuous, seemingly auto¬ 
matic tread—tho tread of the unhappy woman who was 
suffering such cruel agony, and who, although only separated 
from h'im by a mere flooring, was comidetoly isolated by his 
implacable will. As Philippo heard tho floor croak ho divined 
how horrible Claire’s agitation must be. Ho cordd incturo 
her turning round and round the room with haggard eyes, 
contracted features, and trembling hands; with that wild air 
which, as he had often remarked, always camo over her in 
acute moments of grief or anger. His heart began to expand, 
and for tho first time he felt weak at the thought of his love. 
His temples beat precipitately, his throat tightened, and ho was 
seized with an all-powerful desire to go and join this woman 
he adored and who was yet a maiden. Like a child, he gave 
himself aU sorts of reasons to justify this resolution. Would 
it not*be toad to risk death before taking her in his arms and 
covering the perfumed tresses of her golden hair with kisses ? 
He had but to say a word, and she woxdd fall upon his heart. 
Philippe took a few Stops forward, and was already opening 
the door, when his will, returning, restrained him. Surely ho 
was not going to give way to liich degrading weakness. After 
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all tlio suffering lio tod endured, should he be wanting in 
courage at the last moment f He had conquered and tamed 
that woman, and now should he go and lower himself for the 
sake of mere desire? The hour had struck when his life 
would bo morally and materially decided. If he surviTed, 
Claire would belong to him entirely, without hesitation in the 
present or foar in the future. If ho died, she would remember 
him as proud and implacable and truly great. Like a gambler, 
ho must risk the game. All or nothing. A lifetime of pure 
liappiucss or cold and silent death. lie made uj) his mind to 
this altornatiyo, and feeling thoroughly resolute he returned 
and sat down at his writing-table. 

Ovorlic.ad Claire was still feverishly walking up attid down. 
Suddenly lio heard hor open the door, and furtively cross the 
di’awmg-room towards his bed-chamber. A smile glided over 
liis face, and he listened attentively. A moment iacfe^'Claire 
crossed tho drawing-room again, and returned to her own 
apartment. Thus she had had a thought similar to his own, 
and like himself she had abandoned it. He now realised 
from what a pedestal ho would have fallen had ho gone 
to her. Ho would have ceased to bo a superior man, master¬ 
ing overything by force of will; he would have seemed a 
vulgar being at tlio morcy of his passions. 

Tho first faint light of da^vn reminded him of tho prepara¬ 
tions he had to make. In the event of his death ho wished to 
provide for his sister. Ho had been ‘able to appreciate the 
many sterling qualities of the young Marquis de Beaulieu. 
He had divined that Octave was gifted with a true heart and 
a serious mind. If he had given a refusal when Claire asked 
him to bestow Suzanne’s hand on her brother, it was only in 
view of adhering faithfully to his conjugal tactics, and striking 
a harder blow than all the others at his wife’s heart. He had 

' -nth 
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realised that the decisive crisis was approaching, and ho had 
determined to repair the wrong he was doing Octave as soon 
as possible. Besides, Suzanne loved the Marquis; and Philippe’s 
heart melted at the thought of inflicting the least grief on 
this dear child, who had been the happiness of his life. He 
determined to marry her to the Marquis, and so as to give 
additional solemnity to his consent, he framed it in a testa¬ 
mentary form. Grave and thoughtful, he took every necessary 
decision. He divided his fortune between Suzanne and Claire, 
begging “ his dear wife to accept her share, in memory of the 
deep love he had home her.” Then he selected one of his 
engineers,'a talented and honest man, to manage the iron 
works iSi t'fi.e event of his demise; and having thus provided 
for everjrthing, he thought of taking a little rest. It was 
necessary he should have a firm hand and perfect vision. So 
strefcniixg himself on the broad leather divan, he heaved a 
sigh and closed his eyes. 

' Meanwhile there was great emotion at the Chateau de la 
Varenne. Athenais had returned from Pont-Avesnes in a 
state of perfect fury. At the moment when the woman she 
hated seemed finally crushed and at her mercy, a vigorous 
blow had enabled her to rise erect again—^haughty and trium¬ 
phant. It was she, the Duohosse de Bligny, who had been 
humiliated, vanquished, and driven from the house. And she 
could not hide from herself that this rupture would do her 
irreparable harm. All the Duke’s relatives took Claire’s 
side. The motives of the duel would be made public, and 
the story of how she had been expelled would bo related, 
commented, and enlarged upon by a society that hated her. 
At this thought Athenais ground her teeth, and a longing for 
carnage swelled her heart. She would have^ liked to have 
been in the Duke’s place, so as to have accomplished the 
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eanguinary business herself. She longed to see Clairo a 
■widow. She pictured hor, veiled, in mourning, with tears 
streaming down her eyes, arid cursing the hour when she had 
insulted her. She thought to herself that by striking Madame 
Dcrblay in the perion of the husband she loved sho would 
inflict a blow on the very source of life itself. With a stri¬ 
dent laugh she threw her gloves and her fan on the table of 
the drawing-room which sho had just entered, and then, 
turning towards hor father and her husband, who were 
watching her in silence, “As for that man,” she said, “that 
man who defends the woman who insulted me, I must have 
him killed.” 

Thoro was a moment’s stupefaction. MouHnet was fjvipider- 
struck by his daughter’s tragic exclamation; the Duke was 
astonished to find that his wife’s hatred was as intense as his 
own. Still ho was displeased with her for having ssciJted a 
scandal which had resulted, for them both, in such humUiaV 
ing retirement. Ho blamed her for not having restrained 
herself. Accustomed to the graceful perfidy and smiling 
hatred of the aristocratic world, he considered that Athenais 
was horribly vulgar and clumsy. And, besides, her Borgia- 
lil-j attitude thoroughly displeased him. Giving her a,place 
'ook, he lightly exclaimed, “Kill the man! You talk to it 
as a sctQed matter, my dear. Such phrases are in thoif puiet 
in a melodrama, but in 'ordinary life they are altogether 
ridiculous. Bid yom’self of big words and big gestures.” 
Then with a oold smile he added, “On the other hand, you 
may be certain that I diall do my best to satisfy you.” 

Allow me. Monsieur le Due,” exclaimed, Moulinet, 
rousing himself from his meditation, “ Allow me. You 
seem disposed to carry matters to such extremities———” 

“ Didn’t you hear your daughter, my dear sir ? ” answered 
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Biigny coldly. “ Do yon think I am so careless of my duties 
as not to defend my wife ? ” 

“ That is not the question,” rejoinedMoulinot; “you have 
acted most correctly, I Avill admit it; hut my daughter must 
he insane to urge you on to violence like that. On the con¬ 
trary, she ought to jneach conciliation. Evorytliing may yet 
he arranged. A passing misunderstanding hotwcon two 
friends, a slight quarrel between two cousins. They will kiss 
each other, and it will all ho settled. But a duel, a t caudal, a 
rupture ? Can’t you realise the couscipicnct's it would entail 'i 
They are enormous for yourselves ! And for.mo V—AViiy fur 
mo they are disastrous!—You simply kill all my chances of 
elcctioij.! 

Desiuto tho gravity of the situation the Duko could not lu Ip 
laughing; while Athenais, who was couched, like a coiling 
vipei, i-:.ior arm-chair, gave a disdainful hiss. 

, “Excuse me. Monsieur lo Due,” resumed iroulinet in a 
tone of authority. “I think I have done enough for you lo 
insist on my wishes being carried out in tho proscut iastaiico. 
This deplorable atl’air must he arranged. Every day there .•iro 
similar matters which result in pacilication. Tho task is ati 
easy one. Wo will draw up a little proccs verbal by wludi 
Madame Derblay will doclai'O that she witlidraws what tho 
sait. My daughter will withdraw what she rei)licd. You, 
my B''u-ia-law, you must withdraw youi' challenge, tmd some¬ 
thing being withdrawn on ail sides it mil only remain-” 

“ Eor us to withdraw ourselves,” said the Duko. 

“ But it is done every day-” 

“ Not when such men as Monsieur Derblay and myself are 
in presence. Believe mo. Monsieur Moulinet, silence your 
excellent heart. Stifie tho candidate’s alarm and let matters 
proceed as it has been decided—wish you good night. I 
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have to talk to La llrcde bcloro going to bed.” Tberoupon, 
quietly bowing to bis wife and his father-in-law, the Duke 
left tho room. 

Moulinct approached Atiienais. “ Como, my dear cliild,” 
ho stammered. 

But without even looking at him the Duchess, who was 
extremely jjale, rose from her seat, opened tho door of her 
room, and disappeared. Moulinet sadly jerked his head, and 
confessed to himself for tho first time that there were really 
some difiiculties which could not be siumounted by money. 
“ Night gives advice,” he muttered. “To-morrow it wiU be 
daylij^t; we shall see matters more clearly.” And clinging 
as it were to a vague hope, ho wont to stretch himseK in the 
bod of the Em]}oror Charles V. 

The ironmaster had been sleeping calmly for a couple of 
lioui's when a touch on his shoulder woke him up. Hs-wpcned 
las eyes; and on seeing that tho Marquis de Beaulieu was 
standing before him, ho sprang eagerly to his feet. It was 
already broad dayliglit, half-past six by the clock. “We 
have the time,” murmured PhOippo. 

Never had he felt stronger or more composed, and he 
realised this with iirido. This man of will was always secretly 
delighted when ho obtained some such proof of his own moral 
f( irc('. lie went to the windofr and opened it. The air was fresh 
and pure, impregnated with the scent of flowers moist with dew. 
Ilo lot his eyes wander over the park. A light transparent 
blue haze was hanging like a veil over the trees, and tho sun, 
already high in the heavens, was scintillating on the calm 
surface of tlio sheet of water. Nature seemed to have adorned 
herself in his honour. “A splendid day!” he gaily cried, 
just as though^ he had been going out on some mere sporting 
expedition 
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But as ho spoke his eyes met the Marquis’s, and he seemed 
to read mute reproach in Octavo’s saddened gaze. He at once 
went towards his hrothor-in-law and affectionately took hold 
of his hand. “ Do not ho astonished to find mo so careless 
and almost joyful this morning,” he said. “ I have a presen¬ 
timent that everything will finish to my advantage.” Then 
becoming grave again, he added, “ Still, as misfortune may 
happen, I have taken all necessary decisions, and you vnll 
find them recorded in this letter.” So saying, he pointed to 
an envelope addressed to Maitre Bacholin, which was lying 
on his writing-table. “ I have chosen you and my old friend 
to be my executors, and what I have bequeathed to you, my 
dear O.tavo, is very dear to mo indeed-” 

A ray of joy lighted up the Marquis’s face. He tried to 
speak, but his voice died away in his throat, and catching 
Philij^pj-by the arms ho began to sob on his shoulder. 

“Come, Octave, be firm,” resumed Philij)pe. “I hope 
that I shall bo present at your wedding to give my sister 
away myself. But if I were no longc-r there, my friend, lovo 
her dearly when you aro married, for she deserves it. She 
has a tender heart, wldch the least grief would break.” It 
was with infinite softness of tone that he spoke of the child 
whom ho had reared and cherished with a father’s love; but 
liassing his hand across his foVehead, he speedily became 
calm and smiling again. “ I must go and dress,” ho said. 
“ Will you come up-stairs with me ? You will keep mo com¬ 
pany. And then we will seek the Baron. I should like to 
leave the house without attracting notice.” 

Octavo lowered his head without answering. But at last, 
making a groat effort, he exclaimed, “Before coming to you 
this morning, Philippe, I saw my sister. Will ^ou promise mo 
not to start without seeing her ? ” 
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Pliilii)pe looked questioningly at tho Marquis. 

“It is not admissible,” resumed Octave, “that you should 
leave her without giving her the opportunity of justifying 
liersolf in your eyes, if such indeed be possible.” And as 
the ironmaster made a sudden gesture of surprise, the Mar¬ 
quis added gravely, “Three days ago I learned what had 
occurred between Claire and you. She confessed everything 
to mo. I know how guilty she was, Philippe, and believe 
me, I pity you for having endured such bitter grief as much 
as I admire you for having known how to hide it. But come, 
I beg you be indulgent and generous. It would bo noble on 
your part not to crush this poor woman in despair. You are 
a brave and an energetic man, and one has a right' to say 
everything to you. lieilect that she may never see you alivo 
again. Do not leave her crushed with rempyse at the thought 
that she has not merely desolated your life, but Ted^you 
I)orhapa to death itself.” 

The ironmaster turned ashy pale and averted his face. Ho 
took a few stops in the direction of the window, and then 
returning towards Octave, “I will do what you ask of me,” 
ho said. “ But this interview will be a horribly painful ono, 
both for your sister and myself. Do all you* can to shorten it 
and facilitate my departure by coming to fetch mo.” 

The Marquis acquiesced wi|h a gesture, and having pressed 
Philipi)e’s hand affectionately, followed him to the bedroom 
on the floor above. 



XIX. 

The Baroness joined lier cousin very early in the morniiig. 
She found her in a state of torpor after the horrible agitation 
of the night, and when she spoke to her she -was unable to 
obtain any reply. With a contracted mouth and fixedly 
staring eyes, the young wife crouched on the sofa as if slio 
Tvero absolutely crushed. All her life seemed to bo centred 
in her -wild dark stare, which appeared to be fixed on somo 
frightful vision. Several hours elapsed without a change. 
Each time the clock struck, indicating the flight of time, 
Claire started; but if it had not boon for this spasmodic 
motion and for the fierce glow in her eyes, one might have 
imagined her to have been asleep. 

At last, however, her brother’s arrival roused her. She 
clung passionately to the hope of seeing Philippe before ho 
started. Fever mounted to her faco, and her cheeks glowed 
with fire, as in an exhausted voice she begged Octavo to try 
and induce her husband to grant her this supreme favour. 
Agitation then seized hold of her again, and she became 
extremely restless, constantly going to the window and raising 
the bhnd to see if she had been deceived, if Philippe woro 
really starting, and then hastening to the door and listening, 
in hopes that she might hear his approach. The Baroness 
was frightened as she beheld Claire more anxious and ener¬ 
vated each moment,, and displaying every sign of growing 
madness. * 



S42 THE IBONMASTER; 

Suddenly a noise of footsteps made the young wife shrink 
into a corner, as if she were afraid of finding herself face to 
face with the man whom she called upon with all the strength 
of her soul. She turned deadly pale, a black cirdo encom¬ 
passed her eyes, and she made a gesture to the Baroness as 
a request for her to withdraw. Then, trembling in every 
limb, dumb with emotion, she remained standing in the 
centre of the room, which Philippe had just entered. They 
remained in presence of each other without • exchanging a 
word. He noticed with grief the traces of frightful anguish 
on her face; whilst she, on her side, tried to collect her 
thoughts, finding only emptiness in her agonising brain, 
though but a moment before she had had so muchv.to say. 
She was soon imablo to endure this weighty silenco any 
longer, and apiuoaching Philippe, she took his hand in hers; 
then, with a heartrending sob, she began to cov(»- it^with 
tears and kisses. 

The ironmaster had expected an explanation; ho was 
prepared for entreaties ; but this sudden explosion of grief, 
which he know was sincere, came upon him unawares, and 
fairly unmanned him. He wished to withdraw his hand, on 
which the scalding tears of the woman ho loved were falling 
rapidly, but ho was unable to do so, and ho quivered, feeling 
as if all his strength were leaving him. “ Claire,” said ho, 
in a low tone, “ come, you trouble me greatly. I so need to 
be calm; and calm yourself, I beg of you. -Bo stronger; spare 
me, if you care for my life.” • 

On hearing these words Claire raised her head. The 
expression of her face was no longer the same. She seemed 
to have come to some sudden resolution. “ Your life! ” she 
said. “Ah! rather mine,, a hundred times! Miserable 
woman that I am 1 It is I who have exposed you to this 
danger by my violence. But I ought to have homo every- 
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thing. In suffering I expiated my conduct towards you. 
And yet, in a moment’s rage, I forgot^ everything. But this 
duel is senseless. It shall not take place. I know how it 
can be prevented. 

“ And how ? ” asked Philippe already frowning. 

“ By sacrificing mypride to your security,” answered Claire. 
“ Oh, nothing shall hinder me since it is a question of your 
life. I will humiliate myself before the Duchess if needs bo. 
I will speak to the Duke. There is still time! ” 

“ I forbid your doing it,” replied the ironmaster with con¬ 
tracted features. “Do not forget that you bear my name. 
Any humiliation you suffered would reflect upon myself. And 
boeidoS,' understand that I hate him, tliis man ivho is the cause 
of all my woo! For the last year I liavf* been longing to find 
myself face to face with him. Ah, believe mo, this day is 
welcome 

Clairo bowed her head. She had long been accustomed to 
obey when Philippe ordered. Calmed, as it were, by this out¬ 
burst, ho now resumed more softly. “ T appreciate the feeling 
that guided you in this proj)osal, and I am gratcfid to you for 
it. At the outset of our married life there -was a misunder¬ 
standing which has caused us both to suffer grievously. I do 
not hold you entirely rosjwnsible. It was partly my fault as 
woU. I did not know how to understand you, how to sacrifleo 
myself; I loved you too much. But I cannot now go aw'uy, 
leaving you with the thought that I still harbour rancour 
against you. You may bo at peace, Claire, and in your turn 
forgive me tho sufferings I have caused you, and bid mo 
good-bye.” 

As Claire heard this, her face became radiant, and raising 
her arms to heaven in an impulse of passionate gratitude, 
“Forgive you? I?” sho cried. “ But can you not see that I 
worship you ? Have you never detected it in my eyes or my 
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voice ? ” Whilst speaking she came dose to Philippe, and 
now throwing her beautiful aims round liis nock, she laid her 
fair head on liis shoulder, intoxicating him with tho perfumo 
of her person and inflaming liim with her passionate glances. 
8 ho spoke as in a dream, “ Ah! do not go. If you knew how 
much I lovo you. Stay hero with ,me and be mine. We are 
so young, we have so many years to bo happy. Why care 
about that man and that woman who hate us so? Wo will 
forget them. Let us fly from them, afar. There we shall 
find happiness, life, and lovo.” 

Philippe gently parted tho arms that clung around him 
and freed himself from Claire’s embrace. “Here,” said he 
quietly, “ ’tis a question of honour and duty.” „ 

Tho young wife heaved a heartrending sigh. She became 
conscious again of the frightful reality, and her vision rose 
before her once more—tho Duke, his pistol in Jjis hand, 
laughing his wicked laugh. She wished to spring forward, 
make a final effort, and detain Philqipo despite himself. 
“ No! no! ” she cried; but at the same moment tho door 
oiioned, and Octavo appeared on tho threshold. Tie made a 
sign to Philippe, and then immediately withdrew. Claire 
realised that tho time .for her husband to start had now 
arrived. A veil seemed to bo torn away from before her eyes, 
she understood that it was all over, and, falling on her hus¬ 
band’s breast again, she embraced him for the last time with 
convulsive earnestness. 

“ Good-bye,” murmured the ironmaster. 

“ Oh, don’t leave me like that! Not with that icy word. 
ToU me that you lovo me! Do not go without having told 
me so.” 

But Philippe remained inflexible. He had confessed tliat 
ho forgave her, but he would not acknowledge that he loved 
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her. Freeing himself from her again, ho walked towards the 
door. Then, on the threshold, turning round, “Pray God 
that I may como back alive,” ho said, as if to give her a 
supremo hope. 

That was all. The young wifo gave vent to a shriek which 
made the Saroness hasten to the spot. The vehicle in which 
the ironmaster, Octave, and the Baron took their places at 
onoe started down the avenue. Careless of tho Baroness’s 
presence, Claire throw herself on to tho sofa and hid her 
head among tho cushions, as though sho wished neither to 
soo nor hoar anything, as if sho longed to be able to suspend 
her life during tho terrible hour that was about to ensue. 
But a gentle voice suddenly aroused her. Suzanne was 
knocking at the door and asking, “ Can T como in ?” 

Claire and the Baroness exchanged a painful glance. It 
was again'necessary to dissimulate, to try and deceive this 
child, who knew nothing of tho truth. Sotting the door ajar, 
Suzanne popped her head into tho room. Sho looked fresh 
and gay. “Como in, my dear,” said Claire, and, making a 
prodigious effort, sho tried to smile. 

“ AVhat! you arc not dressed yet,” cried tho young girl, see¬ 
ing that her sister-in-law still wore her dressing-gown. ‘ ‘ AVdiy, 
I’ve already boon round tho park in tho little chaise.” AVhilst 
speaking, Suzanne moved about tho room, foraging, like a 
young cat. “ Ah, do you know,” sho suddenly exclaimed, “I 
have just mot Philippe with tho Baron and Monsieur Octavo. 
They were in a closed carriage, and looked rather strange. 
AVhere can they have gone Hke that, all three of thoiii ? ” 

Claire flushed and tinned pale altematol3", and drops of 
perspiration overspread her forehead. Each word that 
Suzanne spoke seemed to torture her. . 

“Oh, if my husband wore there,” said the Baroness, 
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“llif'y must liave gone for Komo osporimouts. scmio visit to 
ilu’ p)I(K.” 

“Wliicli ivay ivero tlioy going?” asked Clairo in n 
trcnililing voice. 

“ Towards tho meres,” said Suzanne; “ porhaps tlioy wore 
going to La Varonne.” 

“ Oh, no! ” roidiod the Baroness. “ Tho Due do Bligiiy is 
not a man to got up heforo ten o’clock.” 

(''iairo no longer listened. “ Towards tho mores,” Suzanno 
laid said. And at once there rose heforo her eyes a vision of 
tho forest glade, w'itli its grassy lawn, its n'liito fence, and tho 
still water shaded hy tho drooping branches of tlio trees. This 
<iniu1, lonely spot was just tho plnco for a duel. ItiJ dosolato 
aspect seemed to destine it for somo tragic scene. It was 
there that the Duke and Bhilippo would fight; she felt sure 
of it; she seemed to see tliom. She was seized*n.gain with 
frightful agitation, and boeame extremely restless. Suddenly 
she divested herself of lior di'cssing-gown and donned a morn¬ 
ing costume. She had formed a plan, and was intent upon 
accomplishing it. “ You used tho little chaise,” she said to 
Suzanne ; “ whore did you leave it ?” 

“ In tho courtyard of the stables,” replied tho young girl. 
“ They must b(' unharnessing tho horses.” 

“No matter; I shall take it. I have something to do in 
tho neighbourhood,” rejoined Clairo; and without waiting 
she hastily throw a lace //c/iu over hot head and hurried 
from the room. 

Alone, handling tho reins excitedly, she started off at a 
rapid pace. Motion, instead of calming her fever, only 
excited her the more. Sho felt frenzied by tho speed of tho 
horse, and urged him into a yet faster gallop, careless of tho 
ruts of the forest, and seemingly courting an accident. 
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Notltiiig stopped lior; on and on slio -vrcut wiili distended 
nerves, l)i(iug Iier lips witli vexation at-uot l)oiiig- alil(' to go 
faster, envying tlio birds tlieir wings, and listening, ^vitll a 
palpitating heart, as if sho feared that in the silenee of the 
wood sho might suddenly liear the fatal report of liroamis. 

Hut the forest remained silent. On the high road, in the 
distance, the hells of passing vehicles eoxdd ho hoard merrily 
jingling. The mossy avenxte stretched heforo Iier, deadening 
the elfittor of tho horse’s hoofs. His flanks wore steaming, 
and ho was surrounded with a vapouiy eh)ud. Iinjiclled 
frantically on and on, ho suddenly stumhled and fell. Claire 
sprang from tho vehicle, and darted on foot through tho 
forest. 'Instinct warned her that sho was reaching the goal, 
and as she listened sho suddenly hoard some one talking near 
her. 

tSho glifiiced rapidly around. Boino twenty paces distant, 
ahovo tho meres, M. Mouliuct’s Chinese kiosk mirrored its 
porcelain tiles in tho sleeping water. I 5 y installing horsedf 
there Claire would ho able to sco everything that happened, 
without being seen herself. Lightly, hko some hunted hind, 
she glided through tho trees and elimhod tho steps leading to 
the kiosk. Suddenly she paused, with a feeling of mingled 
anxiety and alarm. 

In the centre of tho clearing the Baron was striding along, 
counting tho thirty paces that were to iiitorvcno iiotwo(!n iho 
two adversaries. La Bredo was loading the weapons, with 
the assistance of Jlouliuoi, M'ho looked extremely iiide and 
wild. At tho farther (oul of tho glade I’hilippo walked slou ly 
to and fro, conversing Aviih tho doctor and Octavo. IN'ear the 
kiosk stood tho Duke, munching a cigar, and carelessly 
decapitating tho forest-flowers with a cane which he held 
in his hand. With a pang at her heart Cluii-o recalled the 
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aspect of the Eond-Point on the day -when it was full of horse¬ 
men and elegantly attired women, witli the luncheon-tables 
sumptuously sot out, and served by footmen from La Va- 
renno. Everything had then been gay and brilliant. No 
doubt she had felt jealous, but what was her jealousy in com¬ 
parison with her present tortures ? Below her stood the two 
men who were bent on killing each other for her sake, and in 
a moment ono or the other of them would bo stretched on the 
grass. A cloud passed before her eyes, and she had to cling 
to the balustrade to avoid falling. However, her weakness 
did not last long. She looked again, breathing heavily, and 
seized with- horrible curiosity. 

The two adversaries were now in position, and M. Moulinct 
had just cried out in a supplicating tone, “Gentlemen, for 
heaven’s sake, gentlemen! ” But La Bredo had drawn him 
aside, and was severely lecturing him in a corner. Octave 
now handed Philippe his weapon and at once drew aside. 

“ Are you ready, gentlemen? ” asked La Brcde in a firm 
voice. 

“ Yes,” replied the Duke and Philippe simultaneously. 

La Brudo at once resumed, counting slowly, “ Ono—^two— 
three—^fire! ” 

Claire saw the two pistols lowered threateningly. At this 
supreme moment she lost all self-control. An invincible im¬ 
pulse urged her forward, and with a shriek she bounded 
down tho steps, and eager to save Philippe, clapped her hand 
upon the muzzle of Bligny’s pistol. A loud report was hcai’d, 
and Claire turned as pale as death itself. Excitedly waving 
her gashed and bleeding hand, she shook it in Bligny’s face, 
covering, him with blood. Then, heaving a deep sigh, she 
tottered and .fainted away, • 

There was a moment of indescribable confusion. Tho Duke 
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had rotroatod, horror-stricken, -when ho felt this warm rain of 
blood fall upon his face. Philippe had darted forward, caught 
hold of Claire, and taking her in his arms, as if she had boon 
a child, carried her to the carriage which was waiting hard 
hy. Her eyes were closed. Assisted by the doctor, the iron¬ 
master anxiously raised the poor mutilated hand and passion¬ 
ately kissed it. 

With a gloomy face and almost feminine delicacy of touch 
the doctor anxiously examined the wound. “Nothing 
broken,” he exclaimed at last in a tone of relief. “ Wo liavo 
got off on cheaper terms than I expected. It is true that tho 
hand will be badly damaged, but Madamo Derblay will only 
have tofeeop her glove on.” He began to laugh, rogaining 
at once all his customary surgical self-possession, and then 
he settled the cushions of the vehicle so as to make Clairo 
comfortable. 

Philippe, who was still grievously upset, stood looking at 
his wife, fooling frightened by her prolonged fainting-fit. 
However, ho was roused to consciousness of tho situation on 
hearing tho Baron call him. La BrMo, who seemed greatly 
disturbed, ajjproached at M. do Profont’s side. 

“I am charged by the Due do Bligny, monsieur,” said ho, 
“ to express to you how deeply ho regrets tho misfortune ho 
has involuntarily caused. Tho accident that has happened to 
Madame Derblay has greatly afflicted him, and his ideas are 
altogether modified. It seems to him that it is now tpiito 
impossible to follow up this affair. My Mend’s courage is 
above all question, yours also, monsieur. We aro all men of 
honour, and you may bo sure that what has happened wiU bo 
faithfully kept secret.” 

Tho ironmaster glanced at the Duke. Trombli»g and livid, 
ho was leaning against the paling wiping his face, and each 
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time that lio removed Ms liandkorcldef lio noted mth a iiainfnl 
sliuddor «. fresh stain.of Hood. Tlo reiiceted to liimsolf that 
his hullct might have mortally wounded Claire, piorcnd her 
fair hrow or her white hosoni; and at tho thought he judged 
himself severely, vms horrified at his conduct, and determined 
ho would never more interfere with tho woman who had 
suffered so much on his account. 

Ija Bredo -was still talking to Pliilippo with unusual emotion. 
Tlie ironmaster vaguely hoard the yoxmg man express his per- 
soiial regrot.s, and lot him shako his hand. Then perceiving 
that the Duke was going otf with kfouhnet, he pushed tho 
doctor into his own eai-riage, elimhed on to the hox, caught 
up ilie reins, and started off at a I'a^nd puce. 

Li the b2iaeion,s room, hung with old ta2)estry whereon tho 
young goddesses replenished tho wuirriors’ gohlots, l’hili2)po 
sat in silence hesido Chili-o’s hcd as in tho days her long 
illness. Fever liad seized hold of the young wife, an hour 
had olaps(!d without her rc gaining consciousness, hut she W'as 
noAV stirring on her pillows. Suddenly her eyes opened, and 
it seemed as if she were lookijig for Philippe. Tho iron¬ 
master inimediut('ly rose and leant towards her. A smile 
jiassod over her lii)s, and throwing her haro arms round her 
hushand’s neck she tenderly drew him towards her. Her hrain 
was so di.sturhod that .she was only in a state of semi-con¬ 
sciousness. It scomod to her as if she were floating like a 
sjiii-it in tho colc.stial other. Sho folt no‘pain, for a delightful 
f •le.atiou of languor had eumo over her. Then, so lotv that 
ihilip2)e .scarcely heard her, sho nnirmured, “I am dead, am 
I not, ui}’ lov(!, and d(.'ad for you? How haji^iy I feed ! You 
arc smiling at mo—you love me. I am in your arms. How 
sweet is doaih ! And what an adorable ^ernity ! ” 

yuddonly sho was awoke by tho soiuid of her own voice. 
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All aculo piiia passed tUroiip;-k lior liailil find i ho ri'iiinmliei’i'd 
overyiliiug—her despair, iier anguish, and lior j-acrifico. 
“ No ! I live,” she (.'lied; and tlion r(']uil,‘iag ]’JiIlip]i(j and 
looldug wildly at him, as tliough Jicr lifo or deatii (h-peudod ou 
his answer, “ Ono word?” slio asked. ‘‘IVll luo—do you 
lovo mo ? ” 

i'liilippo allowed lier a radiant face. “ Y('s, I love j'oa,” 
ho replied. “ Thorci wore Iwo women in yon. Nho wlio 
can.sod mo so much sutt'oriug no longi'r livf's ; )nd, .yon—yon 
aro the ono 1 havo never eeasod to love.” 

A cry cseaped Claire; Ikw eyes filled with t('ar,s, she clung 
franticall3' to I'hilipjio, Iheiv Iqis met, and in inexpressihlo 
oestasy*Uiey cxchaugod their hrst kiss of lovo. 


THE END. 


FttlMTBD DY J. S. VIBTUI5 CO., LnilTED, CITY HOAD, 




